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Earl of Dorſet: and audi, 
entleman of his Majeſty O Bed: Chamber; 


* 


5 LORD, 


FOES OUR Lordſhip has ſo often and ſo 
bigzhly obliged me, that I cannot but 
= Hy condemn myſelf for giving you 2 
Trouble ſo impertinent as this is: 
onſidering how remiſs I have been in my 
teſpefts to your Lordſhip, in that I have not 
Faited on you ſo frequently as the Duty 1 owe 
our Lordſhip, and my own Inclinations re- 
uired z but the Circumſtances of my Con- 
ition, whoſe daily "Buſineſs muſt be daily 
read, have not, nor will allow me that 
appineſs. Be pleaſed then, my Lord, to 
ccept this humble Dedication as an Inſtance 
F his Gratitude who in a high meaſure owes 
A 3 his 


DEDICATION. 


his Well-being to you. I cannot doubt but 
your Lordſhip will protect it, for nothing ever 
flew to you for Succour unſucceſsfully : I am 
ſure I have Reaſon to acknowledge it. As for 
the unlucky Cenſures ſome have paſt on me 
for this Play, I hope your Lordſhip will be- 
lieve I hardly deſerve. them. For to my beſt 
remembrance, when I firſt was accuſed of the 
thing by ſome People of the World, who had 
perhaps as little Reaſon to think I could be 
guilty of it, as to believe themſelves deſerved 
it, I made it my Buſineſs to clear myſelf to 
your Lordſhip, whoſe good Opinion is dearer 
to me than any thing which. my worſt Ene- 
mies can wrong me of elſe: I hope I con- 
vinced your Lordſhip of my Innocence in the 
matter, which I would not have endeavoured, 
had it not been juſt, For I thank my Stars 
I know myſelf better than (for all the Threats 
ſome have been, pleaſed to beſtow upon me) 
to tell a Lye to ſave my Throat. Forgive. me, 
my L.ord, this Trouble, continue me in. your 
Lordſhip's Favour and good Opinion, and ac- 
cept of the Prayers and Well-wiſhes of * 


Your moſt humble, and 


moſt obliged Servant, 


1 Oo AM AR Me A oe e, ee 


T HO. OrWAx. 
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Spoken by Mr. Smith. 


OW hard a Tait hath that poor Drudge of Stage, 
That firives to pleaje in this fantaſtic Age ? 

It is a thing fo difficult to bit, 

That he's a Fool that thinks to do't by Vit; 

Therefore our Author bid me plainly ſay, 

You muſt not look for any in his Play. | 

DP tt next place, Ladies, there's no Bawdy int, 

No nat ſo much as one well-meaning Hint; 

Nay more, *twas written every Word he ſays, 

On ftrifeft Vigils, and on Fafting-Days, 4 982 

When he his Fleſb to Penance did enjoin, | { | 


* 


Nay took ſuch Care io work it chaſte and fine, 
He diſciplin'd himſelf at ev'ry Line. 
Then, Gentlemen, nd Libel be intends, 


reats 


me) 742 ome have ſtrove to wrong him with his Friends 
. me, And Poets have ſe very few of thoſe, 
your 7 29's need tale care whoſe Fawour 'tis they ler. 
bod be a Poet? Parents all beware, 


1 ac- 
5 Cheriſh and educate your Sons with Care : 
Breed em to whol:ſom Law, or give em Trades, 
Let em not follow ib Muſes, they are Fades : 
How many very hopeful riſing Cits 
Have we of late known ſpoil'd by turning Wits ? 
Poets by Critics are worſe treated here 
Than on the Bankfide Butchers ds a Bear. 
Faith, Sirs, be kind, fince now his Time is come, 
When he muſ! ſtand or fall as you ſhall doom : 
Give him Bear- Garden Law, that's fair Play far't, 
And be's content for once, to make you Sport. 

| A4 Dramatis 


nt, 


Ay. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Goodvile, | Mr. Betterton, 
Truman, Mr, Smith, 
Falentine, = Mr. Harris. 
Sir Noble Cluny Mr. Underhill, 
Malagene, Mr. Leigh. 
Saunter, _ Mr. And 
| WOMEN. 
Mrs. Goodvile, | Mrs. Barrq. 
Vigeria, = Mrs. Gibb, 
Camilla, Mrs, Price. © 


Lady Squeamiſh, Mrs. Gris. 


Lettice, Mrs. Seymour, 


Bridget, —— 
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ACT I. SCENE. I. 
SCENE, The Al. 

Tauman reading @ Billet, and Sens: 
TRUMAN. 


Na Vizor ſay you? 
y RS SERVANT. 
19 
AG 


Yes Sir, and as ſoon as ſhe had deliver'd 
TC it, without any thing more, gave the Word 
0 IS Þ to the Coachman, drew up the Tin Lettice, 
| and away ſhe hurry'd. 
TRUMAN... 
The meaning of a Billet of this Nature without a Name 
s a Riddle to me. f Reads, 
You know me and ſee me often, I wiſh 1 may never ſee 
ou more, except you know better where #0 place your Love, 
r 1 avere abler to govern mine + As you are a Gentleman, 
purn this ſo ſoon as it comes to your Hands. — Adieu. 
Well, this can be no other than ſome flanch Virtue of 
hirty-five, that is juſt now fallen under the Tempta- 
ion; or What is as bad, one of thoſe cautious Dealers that 
ever venture but in Maſquerade, where they are ſure to 
A 5 de 


— —ͤ— — — 
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Spirit of Hypoecriſy. 
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be wondraus kind, though they diſcover no more to the 
Lover than he has juſt Occaſion to make uſe of. 


Enter Goonvite and VALENTINE, 
 FALENTIN'E, | 

Trumgr, Good-morrow ; juſt out of your a 
but that I know thee better, I ſhould ſwear thou hadſt re. 
ſoly's to ſpend this Day in Humiliation and Repentance 
for the Sins of che lalt. 

Der. 

I beg your Pardon Some Lady has taken up your 
Time. Thou canſt no more riſe in a Morning without a 
Wench, than thou canſt go to Bed at Night without a 
Bottle. Truman, wilt thou never leave Whoring? 

| TRUMAN, 

Peace, Matrimony, Peace—ſpeak more reverently of 
your dearly beloved Whoring. Valentine, he is the mere 
he had hardly been marry'd 
ten Days, but he left his Wife to go home from the Play 
alone in her Coach, whilſt he debauch'd me with two 
Vizors in an Hackney to Supper. | 

VALENTINE. 
Truly, Goedwile, that was very civil, and may come to 


- ſomething But, Gentlemen, it rr to you late. Wc ua 
W here ſhall we dine? | i 
TRUMAN. 
Where you will, I am indifferent, F 
And I. | way 
VALENTINE. | pan) 
I had appointed to meet at Chatolins, bu... Free 
| TRUMAN. =. 
With whom ? G 
VALENTINE. trim 
Why, your Couſin Malagene, Goodvile, a M. 
6 0052111. guiſl 
Valentine, thou art too much with that Fellow. T of 


true 
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ve indeed, he is ſome Relation to me, but tis ſuch a ly- 

g Varlet, there is no enduring of bim. 
 FHFABENTINE. 

But Rogues and Fools are ſo very plenty, tis hard al- 

ays to eſcape em. 


1 R U M A N. o 
Befides, he dares be no more a. Friend than a Foe, he 
ever ſpoke well of any Man behind his Back, nor ill 
efore his Face : He is a general Diſperſer of pauſequs 
>canda}, tho? it be of his own-Mother or Siſter ; pripthee 
t's avoid him, if we can to-day, 

GOODPFILE. 

"Twill be almoſt : impolhble, for he is as impudent as 
> is troubleſome : as there is no Company fo ill but he'll. 
eep, ſo there's none fo good but he'll pretend to. If 
e has ever ſeen you once, he'll be ſure of you: And if 


nere Ne knows where you are, he's no more to be kept out 
ry'd f your Room, than you can keep him out of your Debt. 
Play VALENTINE 


He came where I was laſt Night, roaring drunk; ſwore 
Damn him, he had been with my Lord ſach-a-one, and had 
wallowed three Quarts of Champaigne for his Share. 
Said he had much ado-to get away, but came then parti- 
cularly to drink a Bottle with me: I was forced to pra- 
miſe him I would meet him to-day, to get rid of him, 
GOODPFYILE. : 
Faith, Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my Houſe 4 
I have ſnubb'd him of late, and he'll hardly venture that 
way ſo ſoon again: At Night I'Il promiſe you good Com- 
pany ; my Wife (for I allow her for my own fake what 
Freedom ſhe- pleaſes) has fent for the Fiddles to come. 
TRUMAN. 
Grdoile, if there be any ſuch thing as Eaſe in | Ma- 
trimony, thou haſt it: But methinks, there's as it were 
a Mark upon marry'd Men, that makes them as diſtin- 


guiſhable from one of us, as your Jews are from the reſt 
of Mankind. 


GO O D- 
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GOODPMYILE. 
Oh there are Pleaſures you dream not of; he is only 


confin'd by it that will be ſo; A Man may make his} » 


Condition as eaſy as he pleaſes. Mine is ſuch a fond 
wanton Ape, I never come home, but ſhe entertains me i 
with freſh Kindneſs : and Jack, when I have been hunt- 
ing for Game with you, and miſs'd of an ang 
ſtops a Gap well enough. 

TRUMAN. 

There's no Condition ſo wretched but has its Reſerve + 
Your Spaniel turn'd out of Doors, goes contentedly to 
his Kennel: Your Beggar, when be can get no better 
Lodging, knows his own' warm Buſh ; and your marry'd 
Whore-maſter that miſſes of his Wench, goes honeſtly 
home, and there's Madam Wife, ——But Good vile, who 
are to be the Company at Night ? 

GOOQDVILE. 

In the firſt place, my Couſin Yi&oria your Idol, Jack 
Truman; then Mr. Valentine, there will be the charming 
Camilla, and another that never fails upon ſuch an Oc- 
caſion, the inimitable Lady Sguramiſb. 

TRUMAN. 

That indeed is a worthy Perſon, a great Oxitie for- 
ſooth: one that cenſures Plays, and takes it very ill ſhe 
has none dedicated to her yet; a conſtant Frequenter of 
all Maſquerades and Public Meetings, a perfect Coquet, 


very affected, and ſomething old. 


| VALENTINE. 

Diſcourſes readily of all the Love-Intrigues of * 
Court and Town, a ſtrange Admirer of Accom pliſhments 
and good Breeding, as ſhe calls it; a reſtleſs Dancer; one 
that by her Good will would never be out of IE: 

TRUMAN. | 
| Hom, Valentine] you were once a great Admirer FR 
have a care how you ſpeak too harſhly of your Miſtreſs, 
though the Buſineſs be over. You ſtand well with the 
Ladies yet, and are held a Man of Principles, | 
| G O OD. 
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GOODFYILE. © | 


only WS That indeed is a fine Creature. Your old harraſ'd 
his | tager has always fome ſuch reſty Whore-maſter or an- 
fond ther, whom ſhe makes the beſt of her Deſpair withal ; 
d after being forſaken by half the Town beſides, com- 
unt-rts herſelf in her Man of Principles. But now I think 
rity, Ma't, we delay too long. I'II go before and prepare: 
entlemen, you'll be ſure to follow ? 
TRUMAN. 
ve; Sir we'll not fail to wait on you [ Exit. Goodvile. 
7 to Boy ! is the Coach ready ? Valentine I have had the 
tter ddeſt Adventure this Morning —_Mzlagentt! 
; Enter MALAGEN EB, 
who How came he hither ? 


MALAGENE. 
Tack Truman, Monſieur Valentine, bon Jr. Was 
ot that Goodwile I met coming in ha ? 
VALENTINE. 
Yes, he parted hence juſt now. h 
MALAGENE. 
Faith, I'll tell ye what, Gentlemen, Goodvile's a very 
oneſt Fellow as can be, but he and I are fall'n out of 


por ate, though faith *twas nothing of my ſeeking, | 
"of TRUMAN. 


No, I'll be ſworn for thee, thou lov'ſt N beiter. 
VALENTINE. 

ray, what was the matter, Malagene ? 

| MALAGENE. - 

Why I was adviſing him to look after things better at 

ome: The Fellow has marry't a young Wife, and there 

ne lets her make Balls and give Entertainments. I was very 

ree with him, and told him of it to the Purpoſe, for faith 

ſhould be ſorry to ſee any ill come on't, very ſorry. 

TRUMAN, 
But hark ye, Malogens, Goodvile's a ſort of a ſurly Com- 
anion, and apt ta have ſo good an — of himſelf, 


that 
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that he is able to manage Affairs without your Advice: he 
might have been very ſevere with you upon this Occaſion, 
MALAGENE. 

Severe with me! I thank you for that with all my 
Heart ; that had been the = have made a fine Piece 
of Work on't indeed ; hark ye, (under the Roſe) he's 
ſwectly fitted with my Couſin tho'. | 

VALENTINE, 
Pray, Sir, ſpeak with more Reſpect: We are his Friends, 
and not prepar'd to reliſh any of your Satire at preſent. 
MALAGENE. 

O Lord, Sir, I beg your pardon ; you are a new Ae- 
quaintance there, I remember, and may deſign an Intereſt, 
Faith Ned, if thou doſt, I'll never de thy Hindrance, for 
all ſhe's my Kinſwoman. 

TRUMAN. 


The Raſcal, if he had an Opportunity, would pimp 


for his Siſter, though but for the bare Pleaſure of telling 
it * 


MA L.A GENE. 
Now when he comes home, will ſhe be hanging thou 
his Neck, with, O Lord, Dear! Where have you been 
this Morning? I can't abide you ſhould go abroad ſo ſoon 
that I can't: You are never well but when you are with 
that wicked lewd Truman, and his debauch'd Companion 
young Valentine: But that I know you are a good Dear, 
J ſhould be apt to be jealous of you, that I ſhoud, ha, ha 
TRUMAN. | 


Sir, you are very bold with our Characters, methinks 
MALAGENE. 


I, ſhaw ! yqur Servant; ſure, we that know one ano- 
ther may be free: You may ſay as much of me, if you 


pleaſe. But no matter for that, did you hear r of 
my Buſineſs laſt night ?——ha, 


TRUMAN. 
Not a Word I aſſure you, Sir. Pray how was it? 
Pr'ythee let him alone a little, Yalentine, 
4 4 
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MA LA GENE. 
Why, coming out of Chatolin's laſt Night (Where it 
d coſt me a Guinea Club, with a Right Honourable or 
o of this Kingdom, which ſhall be nameleſs) juſt as I 
Was gettiog into a Coach, who ſhould come by but a 
Wu tcriog Fellow with a Woman in his Hand, and ſwore, 
amn him, the Coach was for him ; we had ſome Words, 
ad he drew; with that I put by his Paſs, clos'd with 
Wim, and threw up his Heels, took away his To/eds, gave 
im two or three good Cuts over the Face, ſeiz'd upon 
WD :mozel, carry'd her away with me to my Chamber, 
WW anaged her all Night, and juſt now ſent her off, — Faith 
mongſt Friends ſhe was aPerſonof Quality, ll tell you that. 
T RUM AN. 
What a Perſon of Quality at that Time o'th Night, 
nd on Foot too. 


: he 
fon. 


my 
Piece 


ends, 
N. 


Ace- 
reſt. 
, for 


MALAGENE, | 
Ay, and one that you both know very well, bat take 
ao notice on' t. 
VALENTINE, 
Oh, Sir, you may be ſure we ſhall be very cautious of 
preading any Secrets of yours of this Nature—lying Rake- 
ell; the higheſt he ever arriv'd at was a Bawd, and ſhe too 
daniſh'd him at laſt, becauſe he boaſted of her favours, 
MALAGENE. | 
Nay, not that I care very much neither; you may tell 
it if you will: for I think it was no more than any one 
would have done upon the ſame Occaſion ha 
| TRUMAN. | 
Doubtleſs, Sir, you were much in the right. But, Va- 
lentine, we ſtay too long; 'tis time we were going. 
MALAGENE. 
What, to Dinner? I'll make a third Man———where 
ſhall it be? | 


TRUMAN. 
Sir, I am ſorry, we muſt beg your Excuſe this time, 
for we are both engag' d. 


*! 


A. 


— — * — 
—— 
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have dicovered a Treaſure of pale Wine — !] aſſure you 


muſt you go with us, 


. * comes it, Malagene, you are not with your two 
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MALAGENE. 
Whoo | pr'ythee, that's all one, I am ſure I know thei 
Contpany's ; I'll go along at a venture. / 
VALENTINE. | 
No, but Malagene, to make ſhort of the Bufineſs, we 
are going into Company that are not very good Friends 
of yours, and will be very uneaſy if you be there. 
MALAGENE. | 
What's that to the purpoſe ?—T care as little for them 
as they do for me; tho' on my Word, Sparks! of honeſt 
Fellows, you keep the oddeſt Company ſometimes that 
ver I knew. 


TRUMAN. 

But, Sir, we are reſolv'd to reform it, and in order 

thereunto deſire you would leave us to ourſelves to day, 
MALAGENE, 


No but I'll tell you, go along with me; 1 


*tis the ſame the King drinks of What ſay you 
Fack? I am but for one Bottle or two; for faith I have 
reſolv'd to live ſober for a Week. 

TRUMAN. | 
Pr'ythee Tormentor leave us; do not I know the 

Wine thou drink'ſt is as baſe as the Company thou keep'fſt 

To be plain with you, we will not go with you, nor 


MALAGE N E. 
Why, if one ſhould ask the Queſtion now, whither 


are you going ha! 
VALENTINE. 


Friends, Caper and Saunter ?7—you may be ſure of them; 
they'll eat and drink and go all over the World with tor 
MALAGENE. 
How canſt thou think; that I would keep ſuch loath- 
! fome Company? A Brace of filly, talking, - dancing, | 
ſinging Raſcals ; Tis true, I contracted an Acquaintance 
with 
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th 'em, I know not how ! and now and then when I 
out of humour, love to laugh at and abuſe em for 

the 5 Hour or two— but come what will on't, I am re- 

v'd to go along with you to- day. 

TRUMAN. 
4. Upon my Word, Sir, you cannot Why ſhould 


Wu make ſo many Difficulties. with your Friends ? 
MALAGENE E. 

Whoo! prithee leave fooling——Y ou would make me 

F now, would you ? But I know better things. — The 

n won't paſs upon me, Sir, it won't, look you, 
TRUMAN. 

Death, we muſt uſe him ill, or there is no getting ri 

him. Not paſs, Sir? | 


them if 
oneſt 


that 


order MALAGENE. 
14 No Sir. N 8 
7 | TR U M4 = 
© Pray, Sir, leave us. 5 
ace MALAGENE. 
I ſhan't do't Sir, 
RU M 4 N. 


But you muſt, | Sir, 
14 EA E NE. 


| = May be not, Sir. 
P TRUMAN. 
1 I am going this way. "Vn 1 


MALAGENE. 

So am I, 
T R UM 4 v. | 

But, Sir, I muſt ſtay here a little longer, 

MALAGEN E. 
With all my Heart; tis the ſame thing, I am not in haſte. 

VALENTINE, 
Have a care, Malagene, how you provoke Truman, 
you'll run the hazard of a ſcurvy Beating, my Friend, 
you do, 


; NA. 
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MALA GENE. 
Beating; I am ſorry, Sir, you know no better: Por 
J am us'd to ſerve him ſo, Man; let him alone, you ſhi 
ſee how ll teaze him. Hark you, Fack. 
TRUMAN. 
Sir, you are an impudent troubleſome Coscomb. 
MALAGENE. 
No matter for that, I ſhan' leave you, 
TRUMAN. 
Sir, I ſhall pull you by the Noſe then, 
| MALAGENE, 
*Tis all one to me, do your worſt. 
TRUMAN. 
Take that then, Sir Now d'ye hea 
[7 weaks him by the N 
Go about your Buſineſs. - 


MALAGENE. | 

Nay, faith, Fack, now. you drive the Jeſt too far; What 
a Dor I know you are not in earneſt ; pr'ythee let's go, 

TRUMAN. 

Death, Sir, you lie ; not in earneſt let [ Kicks him.) 

this convince you——How like you the Jef now, Sir? 
MALAGENE, 

Hark you, Truman, we ſhan't dine together RO we'll 

VALENTINE. 

Faith, to tell you the Truth of the Matter; Truma 
had a Quarrel laſt Night, and we are juſt now going toll 
make an end on't: *Tis that makes him ſo ſurly. Never 
theleſs, now I think on't better, if you'll go, you ſhall 
perhaps we may have occaſion for a third Man, | 

MALAGENE. 

No, no, if that be the Buſineſs, I'Il ſay no more; pull | 
I hate to preſs into any Man's Company againſt his Ir 
clination.. Truman, upon my Reputation you are very 
uncivil now, that you are. But hark you, I ran to th 
Groom-Porters laſt Night, and loſt my Money.—Pr'ythe 
lead me two Guineas till next Time I ſee thee, Child. 

T R U- 


FRIENDSHIP in FASHION. 19 
TRUMAN. 

 MAVich all my Heart, Sir. I was ſure *twould come to 

* ac lat ; 'tis here, you may command what you pleaſe 

"*Y your Servant. Ma/agene, good-morrow. 


Enter CAPE and SAUNTER, 
2 MALAGENE. 
WDcar F ack Trunas your humble. [Ex. Truman; 

| VALENTINE. 

| * t you go along with us then, Malagene ? 

| MALAGENE. 

No, here are two filly Fellows coming, I'll go and 

rert myſelf a little with them at preſent. . 

VALENTINE. 

Why, thoſe are the very People you rail'd at ſo but 

; You will not leave us for them, at a time when 

u may be ſo ſerviceable? 

MALAGENE. 

ang it, you will have no oceaſion for me, Man; ſay no 

| dre on't, but take my Advice; be ſure you ſtand faſt, 

3% 't give ground, d'ye hear, puſti ny and IH war- 

11 it you do your Buſineſs. | 

VALENT 1 N E, 

el Sir, I thank you for your Counſel, and am ſorry we 

't have your Company ; but you are engag'd ? 

* MALAGENE. 

ing toll Are you ſure tho” it will come to Fighting? I have no 
ad to leave your Company, methinks, 

VALENTINE. 

Nay, nothing ſo certain as that we ſhall fight; I wiſh 

du would go, for I fancy there will be three in the Field. 

MALAGENE. 

A pox on't, now I remember, I promiſed to meet 

jeſe People here, and can't avoid them now; I'd go 

le with you with all my Heart, Faith and Troth, but if 

du'd have me ſend a Guard, T'll do't. 


Never 


JA. 
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VALENTINE, 

No, Sir, —there's no Danger—Nothiog but the Rogue 

Cowardice could have rid us of him. [Ex. Val 
MALAGENE. LY 

How now, Bullies, whither ſo faſt this Morning?! 
parted juſt now with Fack Truman and Ned Valentin: 
They would fain have had me to Dinner with em, bu 
I was not in a Humour of drinking, and to ſpeak thi 
Truth on't, you are better Company ten to one. Theiß 
ingroſs ſtill all the Diſcourſe to themſelves : And a Ma 
can never be free with them neither. 
| | CAPER. 

Oh Lord, Malagene ! we met the delicat'ſt Creature 
but now as we came round; I am a Raſcal, if I don 
think her one of the fineſt Women in the World; [ 
ſhan't get her out of my Mind this Month. 

SAUNTE R. 

"Twas Victoria, my Lady Fairfield's Daughter, that 
came to Town laſt Summer when Goodwile was matrry'd. 
He in love with her poor Soul !—1 ſhall beg his par- 
don ne, as I take it [ Sings. 

MALAGEN Z. 

. That s Truman's blowing : She's always ling'ring aft 
him here, and at the Play-houſe : ſhe heats herſelf here 
every Morning againſt the general Courſe at Night, where 
ſhe comes as conſtantly as my Lady Sgucamiſb herſelf. 

SAUNTE R. 

I vow that's a fine Perſon ; don't you think ſhe ha 
abundance of Wit, Malagene? She and I did ſo rally 
Caper Cother Day. 

Ay, it may be ſo. 

SAUNTER. 

But did you never her hear fing ? She made me fit 
with her till Two o'Clock t'other Morning to teach her an 
Halian Song I have, and I vow ſhe ſings it wonderfully, 


MA. 
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| MALAGENE., 

Damn her, ſhe's the moſt affected amorous Jilt, and 
es young Fellows more than an old Kite does young 
ickens : there is not a Coxcomb of eighteen in 'Town 

eſcape her, we ſhall have her draw one of you into 

atrimony within this Fortnight. 

| CAPER. 

Y Malagene, thou art the moſt ſatirical Thief breathing : 

o give any Thing thou didſt but love Dancing, a 
ght have thee on my ſide ſometimes. . 

SAUNTE R, 

Well Malagene, I hope to ſee thee ſo in love one Day, 

to leave off drinking as I have done, and ſet up for a 

ape and a Face: Or, what is all one, write amorous 

Wnnet:, and fight Duels with all that do but look like 

als. I would not. be in love for all the World, I vom 

d (wear, [Walks up and down avith an affeacd Motion. 

"7 4A PE R. 


or I, 
A Phillis, if you would not love 
The Shepherd, &c. | [ Sings. 
But d'ye hear, Malagene? they ſay Goodvile gives a 
I] to-night, is't true? | 
MALAGENSE. 
es, I intend to be there, if I do not go to Court. 
CFP Ord: r 
am glad of it with all my Heart Saunter — 
ere's my Lady, to be ſure ſhe'll not fail. 
SAUNTE R, 


But will you go, Malagene ? Goodvile and you are at a 
Lance, 


[4 475-0 AL AGENE. | 
hoo! pox that's nothing, I'll go for all that: But 
h, I ſhould meet my Lord at Court to Night. 
:des, I han't been in the Drawing-Room theſe three 
ys ; the Company will wonder what's become of me. 


Enter 
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DNO 
Enter Lady, SQUEAMISH, f 
Ob 
She here! nay then eſt 
| "* 7 # # ned 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. ny, 
[ Congees a ffectad ol. 
Lady SD2UE AMISH. 
Mr. Caper, your moſt devoted, Oh dear V 
Ban ! a thouſand T hanks to you for my Song. I t 
SAUNTE R. 


Your Ladyſhip does your Servant too much Hong 
[Sings, As Chloe full of &. 
Lady SQ2UEAMISH. 
Mr. Caper, you are a Stranger indeed, I have not ſe 
you theſe two Days: Lord, where d'ye live 
CAPE R; 
I ſhould have waited on your Ladyſhip, but was 
tir'd at the Maſquerade at my Lord Flutter's other Night 
[Dances and caper 
 SAHUNTE-R. 
Madam, Madam, Mr. Good vile gives a Ball to night 
Will your Ladyſhip be there ? 
Lady SQUE AMISH. 
Yes; I heard of it this rang ; Victoria ſent n 
Word. 
'CLHPER, 
Oh, Madam, d'ye hear the News ? Gorodvile makes 
Ball to Night : I hope I ſhall have the Honour of you 
Ladyſhip's Company. 
Lady S AU EA MIS H. 
Oh, by all means, Mr. Caper, pray don't you fail 
Oh Lord, Mr. Malagene, I beg your Pardon, upon n 


Honour, I did not ſee you; I was ſo engaged in the Ci 
vilities of theſe Gentlemen. 


MALAGENE. 
Your Wit and Beauty, Madam, muſt command d 


Hon 
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aocur and Admiration of all the World. But when 
your Ladyſhip ſee Mr. Valentins? | 
Lady SNUE AMISH. 
Oh, name bim not. Mr. Malagene, he's the anwor- 
Nea, baſeſt Fellow—— beſides, he has no Principles, nor 
eding: I wonder you Gentlemen will keep him Com- 
ny, I ſwear he's enough to bring an Odium on the 
ole Sex. 
MALAGEN E. 
e Truth on't is, Madam, I do drink with him now 
then, becauſe the Fellow has ſome Wit, but it is when 
ter Company is out of the Way, and faith he's always 
ono y civil to me as can be: I can rule him. 
Lady S AUEA MIS AH. 
oh Lord, 'tis impoſſible. Wit! why he was abroad 
ot ſee two Years, and all that Time too in an Academy ; he 
ows nothing of the Intrigues of the Frexach-Court, and 
the worſt Mien in the World: He has. a ſort of an 
natured way of talking indeed, and they ſay makes 
d with me ſometimes, but I'll aſſure you I ſcorn him. 
MA LA GENE. 
ruly he has made very bold with you, or he is fouly 
y'd: Ha, ha, ha. 
Lady $2 UEAMISH. | 
hey ſay he's grown a great Admirer of Madam Ca- 
la of late, who paſſes for a Wit forſooth. *Tis true, 
's well enough, but I ſuppoſe is not the firſt that has 
n troubled with his impertinent Addreſſes, 
MALAGEN E. | 

of youll ndeed he would not let me alone, till I brought him 

| huainted there: He owes that Happineſs to me. But 
thinks your Ladyſhip ſpeaks with ſomething of Heat 
By Heay*n ſhe's jealous ! - IA. 

Lady S AU E AMIS H. 

the C o, I'll aſſure you, Sir, I am not concern'd at it in the 
t. But did you ever hear em diſcourſe any thing of me? 
M 4- 


Hon 


„A. - ”, ” bo 9. 1 
„„ 
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MAL AGENE. * 

Never any ill, Madam; only a little idle Rallery now No 
and then; but Truman and he are wont to be ſomething 
laviſh when they have been drunk in my Company,—— Oh 
"Twill work. | Pong 

Lacy S AU E AMIS H. | 

Nay, I know he has ſpoke diſhonourably of me be- Wl An 
hind my Back, becauſe he failed in his filthy Deſigns, hing 
Madam Camilla may deſerve better of him, 1 doubt not: Wiſtak 


But if 1 am not reveng'd on his Falſhood. [Alder —— Wit in 

Mr. Caper. it, a 

CAPER ard SAUNTER: oxco 

Madam. ougb⸗ 

Lady SAU EAM IS E. omec 

Where do you go to-day. dal 
of # &f 7 "ap | 

Will your Ladyſhip be at the new Play? Whe 

Lady S AU EAMIS H. our [ 


No, I ſaw it the firit Day, and don't like it. 


| MALAGENE, I ſw 

" Madam, it has no ill Character about the Town. onde! 

Lady S2XUEAMISH. Wndeſe: 

O Lord, Sir, the Town is no Judge. "Tis a Tragedy, xtrem 
and I'll aſſure you there's nothing in it chat 5 moving. I 

love a Tragedy that moves mightily. | In tr 

 S4AUNTER. bject 

Does your Ladyſhip know who writ it. 10us | 

Lacy SLUEAMISH. be. 

Ves, the Poet came and read it to me at my Lodgings; ak n 

he is but a young Man, and I ſuppoſe he has not been vily 
a Writer long ; beſides, he has had little or no Converſa- 

tion with the Court, which has been the Reaſon he has Ha, | 

committed a great many Indecorums in the Conduct of it, Ws + 

.SAUNTE R. Ving, 

I did not like it neither for my part; there Was never lar 

3 Seng! in it, ha! | neral 

CAPER: at 

Vol 
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CAPER, 

No, nor ſo much as a Dance. 

MALAGENE. 

Oh, it's impoſſible it ſhould take, if there were neither 
ong nor Dance in it. 

Lady S U EAMIS H. 

And then their Comedies now. a- days are the filthieſt 
Things, full of Bawdy and nauſeous Doings, which they 
iſtake for Railery and Intrigue : Beſides, they have no 
Wit in 'em neither; for all their Gentlemen and Men of 

it, as they ſtile em, are either filly conceited impudent 
oxcombs, or elſe rude, ill-mannerly drunken Fellows 
ough—T am aſham'd any one ſhould pretend to write a 
omedy, that does not know the nicer Rules of the Court, 
nd all the Intrigues and Gallantries that paſs, I vow, 

MAL AGENE, 
Who would improve in thoſe things, muſt conſult with 
our Ladyſhip. 
Lay SDUEAMISH. 
I ſwear, Mr. Malagene, you are an obliging Perſon ; I 
onder the World ſhould be ſo malicious to give you ſo 
ndeſerving a Character as they do: I always found you 
Wctremely generous, and a Perſon of Worth, 

MAL AGENE. 
In troth, Madam, your Ladyſhip and myſelf are the 
bjects of Abundante of Envy; for I love to be ma- 
ious now and then; and faith, am the very Scourge 
the Court, they all ſtand in awe of me, for I muſt 
2ak what I know, tho* ſometimes I am uſed a little 
urvily for it; but faith I can't help it, tis my Way. 

S2OUEAMISH. 

Ha, ba, ha, really I love Scandal extremely too ſome- 
es, ſo it be decently manag'd. — But as I was 
ying, there is not a Perſon in the World underſtands 
> Intrigues of the Court hetter than myſelf ; I am the 
neral Confident of the Drawing-room, and know the 


dves of all the People of _ in Town. - 
Vor. II. CAPER, 


ow 
ing 


bes 
ns 
ot 


ly. 
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CAPER. 

Dear Madam, how ſtands the Affair between my Lon 
Supple and Madam Lofty ? 

Lady S AUE AMISH. 


Worle than ever; tis very provoking to ſee how ſh 
uſes the poor Creature: but the Truth is, ſhe can neve pre 
be at reſt for him; he's more troubleſome than an old Hu 
band continually whiſpering his Softneſs and making bl 

. Vows, till at laſt ſhe is forced to fly to me for Shelter, ar \ 
then we do ſo laugh—which the good-natured Creat 
takes ſo patiently—l ſwear, I pity him, 1 
SAUNTER. 

Bat my Lady Colt, they ſay, is kinder to the Sparkil T 
Mr. Pruneit. 

Lady SQUE AMISH. N 

O Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you ſhould underſtand ¶grea 
better; to my Knowledge it is all falſe ; I know all th 
Intrigue from the Beginning to the Ending, it has bet B 
off this Month——bcſides, he keeps a Player again pron 
Oh, Mr. Saunter ! whatever you do, never concern you 
ſclf wich thoſe Players. 0 

SAUNTER. 

Madam, I have left the Folly long fince ; when firl v 
came to Town, I muſt confeſs I had a Gallantry the O fa. 
But ſince I have been acquainted with your LadyſhiWich 
Wit ard Beauty, I have learned to lay out my Heart all 
better Advantage think that was finely ſaid. 

Lady S U EAMIS H. 77 
M ſwear, Mr. Saurter, you have the moſt court- me h 
Way of expreſſing yourſelf 

SAUNTER, Th 
Oh Lord, Madam ! { Bows and cri ou t: 
Lad EA. omet 

Mr. Malagene, "theſe are both my intimate Acqu: 
tance, and I'll ſwear I am proud of em. Here is | WI 


Saunter fings the French Manner better than ever I he 
any Erghi/s Gentleman in my Life. Beſides, he pronoo 


ww 
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his Engliſb in ſinging with a French Kind of a Tone or 
Accent, that gives it a ſtrange Beauty — Sweet Sir, do 
me the Favour of the laſt new Song. 
SAUNTER. 
Let me die; Your Ladyſhip obliges me beyond Ex- 
preſſion— Malagene, thou ſhalt hear me. 
[Sings a Song in a French Tone, 
MALAGENE, 
What a Devil was this ? I underſtand nota Word on't. 
| SAUNTER, 
Ha, Malagene, ha, 
Lady SQUEAMISH. 
Did you ever hear any thing ſo fine? 
MAL AGENE, 
Never, Madam, never: I ſwear your Ladyſhip is a 
great Judge. 
Lady SQUEAMISH. 
But how plain and diſtinctly too every Word was 
pronounc'd ! 
MALAGENE. 
Oh, toAdmiration, to Admiration. ¶ Makes Youths aſide. 
Lady 8 AU EAM ISH. 
Well, Mr. Poe: cl you are a charming Creature 
O ſad, Mr. Caper, I long till Night comes: I'Il dance 
ith no Body but you to Night, for I ſwear, I believe I 
all be out of Humour, 
MALAGENE. 
That's more than ſhe ever was in her Life, ſo long as 
ſhe had a Fool or a Fiddle in her Company, 
Lad) S AU E AMISH, 
Tho' really I love Darcing immoderately—But now 
you talk of Intrigues, I am miſtaken if you don't ſee 
omething where we are going To night. 
MAL AGENE. 
What, Geedvilt | is to commence Cuckold, is it not ſo? 
r I he „ Lady 
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Lay S AUE AMIS H. 

Oh, fie, Mr. Malagene, fie! I vow you'll make ih 
hate you, if you talk ſo ſtrangely, <—bit let me die, 
can't but laugh — ha, haz ha — Well, Gentlemen, yo, 
ſhall dine with me To dy hat ay you, Mir. ann 
will you go? 


F 


Car 
ole 


Ane 


MALAG E NE. 

Vour Ladyſhip may be ſure of me, I hate to break 
good Company. 
Lady SOUEAMISH. 

And pray now let us be very ſevere, and talk-malici 
ouſly of all the Town. Mr, Caper, your Hand: Oh 
dear Mr. Saunter, how ſhall I divide myſelf —['1! form 
J am ſtrangely at a loſs—Mr.. Malagene, you muſt b. 
Mr, Saunter's Miſtreſs I think at preſent. 

MAL AGENE. 
With all my Heart, Madam Sweet Mr. Sexntl 
your Hand: I ſwear you are a charming Creature, anc 
your Courtſhip is as extraordinary as your Voice. — I 
me die, and I vow I muſt have t'other Song after Dinner 
for I am very humourſome and very whimſical I think 
ha, ha, ha. [ Exeuut 


$$$5$$$$6540064$4$4$4 
ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE, the Ordinary. 


Tha 
dectf 


Enter Mrs. Goo DVYIIE and Lr riet . 
Mr. G0 O DSILE. | 
I D you deliver the Billet? nd 
„ LUETTICEH toma 
Yes, Madam, faithfully. MMT 
Mrs. GOODVYILE. 1 
Bat are you ſure yon did? Sa 


LI 


FRIENDSHIT i FASHION. "of 
| LETTICE. 

Can your Ladyſhip think I would be guilty of the leaſt 

zolettin a Concern of ſuch Moment ? BY 

Mrs. GOODFILE. 

And are you ſure he dines here to-day ?. 

LETTICE. 

Madam,they are now at Dinner below: Mr. Valentine 8 

ere too. Oh, I' ſwear he's a fine Man, the moſt cours 

dus Perſon. | 


TEeAaL 


Mrs. GOODVILE., © 
What, becauſe he hunts and kifles you when he's 
nk? No, Lettice, Trueman, Trutman, O that Trueman. 
LIFT ICI. 
I wonder your Ladyſhip ſhould be ſo taken with him: 
ere Ito chuſe, I ſhould think my Maſter the more 
reeable Wan. | 
' Mrs. GOODPIL F. 
And you may take him if you will; he is as much a 
ſband as one would wiſh ; I have not ſeen him this 
rtnight; he never comes home till Four in the Morn- 
, and then he ſneaks to his ſeparate Bed, where he 
till Afternoon, then riſes and out again _ his 
ole. ; Fleſh and Blood can't endure it. 
LETTICE. 
But he always viſits your Ladyſhip firſt. 
Mr. GOODYILE, 

That's his Policy, as great Debtors are always very 
pectful and acknowledging where they never mean to 
. 'Tis true, he gives me what Freedom | can deſite, 

God knows that's all, 

LETTICE. 
\nd where's the Pleaſure of going abroad and getting 
tomach, to return and ſtarve at home? 
Mr. GO O DV ILE. 

laugh tho' to think what an eaſy Fool he believes 

; he thinks me the moſt contented, innocent, barmleſs 
nile breathing, the very Pattern of Patience. | 
B 3 | LET- 


[CE 
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f LETTICE. hicl 
A Jewel of a Wife, | | th! 
Mrs. GOODVYV ILE. n te 
And as blind with Love as his own good Opie J 1 
himſelf has made him. mu 
LETTICE. ou! 
And can you find in your Heart to wrong ſo good 1 Fs 
natur'd, complete, well-meanimg, harmleſs Huſband, 8 
that has ſo good an Opinion of you? But 
Mri. GOODVILE. th 
Ha, wrong him! what ſay you, * ? I wrong o 
my Huſband ! ſuch another Word forſeits my good * 
Opinion of thee ſor ever all 
LZTZ ICI. 
What meant the Billet to Mr. 7 rue man chen oy 4 
Morning? be 
Mri. GOODVILE. *. { 
To make him my Friend perhaps, and diſcover if | wy 
can who it is that wrongs me in my Huſband's Affection: 1 
for I am ſure I have a Rival. And I am apt to believe B-f 
Vieoria deſerves no better than ordinary of me, if the : 
Truth were known. | ae 
LETTICE. ing 
Why, he i is his near K inſwoman, and lives here in 
the Houſe with you ; beſides, he would never diſhonou 
his own Family ſurely. But 
Ii. GOODPYILE. 
You are a Fool, Lettice, the Nearneſs of Blood is the A 
leaſt Thing conſidered. Beſides, as I have heard, 
almoſt the only Way Relations care to be kind to o 0 
another now a-days, = 
LETTICE. 
Yes, Madam, you never meet, but you are as kind ard y 
fond of him, as if you had all the Joys of Love abou rl 
you. Lord! how can you diſſemble with him ſo ? Be: 188 
fides, Mr. Trueman, Madam, you know is his Friend. v 
Mr. GO0OD&SVILE. 1 * 
Oh, if I would ever conſent to wrong my Huſban 1525 


(hic 
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hich Heav'n forbid, Lettice !) it ſhould be to chuſe, 
th his Friend. For ſuch a one has a double Obliga- 
n to S=crecy, as well for his own Honour as mine, 
t I'll ſwear, Lettice, you are an idle Girl for talking 
much of this, that you are: "Tis enough to put ill 
oughts into one's Head, which I am the moſt averſe 
of all Things in the World, 
. LETTICE, 
But, Madam, Thoughts are free; and *tis as hard not 
think a little idly ſometimes, as it is to be always in 
dod Humour. But it would make any one laugh, to 
ink Mr. Trueman ſhould be in love withMadam Victoria, 
all be real which your Ladyſhip ſuſpects. 
Me. GOODPFILE. 
Ay „and with a Deſigh of Marriage too: but a ran- 
ing Gallant thinks he fathoms all, and counts it as 
ach beneath his Experience to doubt his Security in a 
ife, as Succeſs in a Miſtreſs. 
ZETTICE. | 

B-files, after a little Time, he is ſo very induſtrious 
cuckolding others, that be never dreams how ſwim- 
ingly his own Affairs are manag'd at home. 


On 0! 


Enter V1CTORIA. 


Mrs. GOODPILE. 
But huſh—ſhe's here, 
VICTORIA. 
A happy Day to you, Madam. 
Mrs. GOODYVILE. 
Dear Couſin, your humble Servant: Have you heard 
ho are below? 
VICTORIA. 
Yes, young Trueman, and his inſeparable Companion 


alentine. 


Mrs. GOODFILE. 
Well, what will you do, Couſin? Trueman comes 
eloly'd on Conqueſt ; for with the Advantages he has in 


B4 your 
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your Heart already, tis impoſſible you ſhould be able 
to hold out againſt him, 

VICTORIA. 

Yes, powerful Champaign, as they call it, may do 
much; a Spark can no more refrain running into Love 
after a Bottle, than a drunken Country Vicar can avoid 
diſputing of Religion when his Patron's Ale grows 


ſtronger than his Reaſon. 
Mrs. GOODPFILE. 


Come, come, diſſemble your Inclinations as artfully 
as you pleaſe, 1 am ſure they are not ſo indifferent but 
they may be eaſily diſcerned. 

VICTORIA. 
Truly, Madam, you may be miſtaken in your Gueſs. 
Mri. GOODPYILE, 

How! 1 doubt it is ſome other Man then has cauſed 

this Alteration in you.—Lord, Lettice, is ſhe not ex- 


wemely alter'd ? 
VICTORIA. 


Alter'd, Madam, what do you mean ? 
M. GOODPYILE. 
Nas, Lettice, fetch a Glaſs, and let her ſee bertel: 
Lord, you are paler than you uſed to be. 
LETTICE. 
Ay, and then that Blueneſs under the Eyes. 
Mrs, GCODFILE. 
Befides, you are not ſo lively as I have known you: : 
Pardon me, Couſin. 


PETS > « +4. + 
Well, if there be a Fault, Marriage will cure all. 
VICTORIA. 
Pll affure you, I have none that I know of ſtands in 
need of ſo deſperate a Remedy. Marriage! Fault! What 
can all this tend to ? 
Enter PAO k. 
Mrs. GOODFILE, 


Well, what now ? 
| PAGE. 
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PAGE. | 

Madam Canillais coming to. wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
Mrs. GOODPFYILE. 

Ha, Camilla! Tell her II attend her: : Won' t you go 


with me, Victoria 
VICTORIA. 

I'll but ſtep. into myChamber, and follow you inſtantly. 
Ex. Mr;. Good. and Page.] Whither can all this drive? 
Surely ſhe has diſcovered ſomething of Goodvile's Love 
and mine: If ſhe has, I am ruin d. IN 


Emer Goo pvI II. 


, GOODYILE. 
Victoria I your Couſin is not here, is ſhe ? What, in 
Clouds? I ſtole this Minute from my Friends on purpoſe 
to ſee thee, and muſt not I have a Look? Not a Word ? 
roa... | 

Oh, I am ruin'd and loſt for ever, I fear your Wife 
has had ſome Knowledge of our Loves: And if it be ſo, 

what will then become of me ? 

.  ».  GOODYILE. h 
Pr'ythee no more: My Wife! the has too good an 
Opinion of herſelf, to have an ill one of me ; and would 
as ſoon believe her Glaſs could flatter her, as I be falſe 
to her: My Wife——ha, ha. 

© FICTOR1. 

Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo; it can be no otherwiſe : 
But you are ſatisfied, and now have nothing more to do, 
but to leave me to be miſerable. 

600 DIL E. 
"Leave thee! By Heav'n I'd ſooner renounce my Fa- 
mily, and own myſelf the Baſtard of a Raſcal : Come, 
quiet thy Doubts ; Traman is. here; and take my Love 
for thy Security, he ſhall be thine to-night. 
VICTORIA. 


1 have great Reaſon to expeR it indeed, 'That you 
B 5 would 
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would hazard your Intereſt in fo good a Friend for the 
Reparation of my Honour, that ſo little concerns you, 


and which you have already made your beſt of. 
GOODPYILE. © 


No more of that, Love's my Province; and thine & 


too dear to me to be negleded. Ti true, I have made 
bim my Friend, and I hope be will deſerve it by doing 
thee that Juſtice which I am mcapable of. 


VICTOR A. 
You can promiſe eaſii yx. 
GOODPYILE. 


Ay, and as reſolutely perform :- When I have heated 
him with Wine, prepare to receive him. 


Enter Mrs. Goo DVI LE. 
Ha, ſhe here! 


VV GOODYILE. :: 
So, ſo, Mr. Gordvile, are you there en F I thought 
1 ſhould catch you. 
GOODPYILE. 

Faith, my Dear, I have been ſpeaking a good Word 
for Fack Truman : My Couſin Fieoria's too cruel. 
Mrs. GOODFYILE.,. 


Oh, fie, Victoria] Can you be fo hard- — to 


deny any Thing, when Mr. Goodwile is an Advocate ? 
VICTORIA. 

I muſt confeſs it is with ſome Dificaky 3 but mould 
I too eafily eomply upon Mr. Goodwvile's Interceſſion, 
who knows but your Ladyſhip might be jealous ? For he 
that can prevail for another, may en. there's Hope: 
for himſelf. | 

Mrs. G 0 O D I L E. 


Ay. but Couſin, 1 know yon are my Friend, ad 


would not, tho' but in regard of that, do me ſach an 


Injury: Befides, Mr. Good vile knows I dare truſt bim. 


Ve t you, Love? 
GOODPIL E. 
Tl me | yes, for if you don't, tis all one—Crede- 
lous 


ated 
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lous Innocence ! [ 4fde.] Alas, my Dear, were I as falſe 
as thou art good, thy generous Confidence would ſhame 
me into Honeſty. | | 


Euter CaAMILL A running WP EI 3 Teuer and 
Va LENTINE after ber. 
 CAMILLA. . a 

For Heav'n's Sake, Madam, fave me !— Mr. Goodvile 
ts ſafer travelling thro” the Deſerts of Arabia, than 
entering your Houſe : Had I not run hard for it, : had 
been devour'd, that's certain. 

VALENTINE. 

Oh, Madam, are you herded ? It will be to little Pur- 

pole ; I am ftaunch, and'never change my Game. 
CAMIL ZA. 

But when you have loſt it, if freſh ſtart up, you can be 
as fully fatisfy'd, who hunt more for the Love of the 
Sport, than for the Sake of the Prey. 

| PF ALENTINE. | 

But, Madam, ſhould you chance to be taken, look 

to't; for I ſhall touze and worry you moſt unmercifully, - 


till I have reveng'd myſelf ſeverely, for the Pains you 
coſt me catching. | 


| CAMILL A4 | 
Therefore I am reſolv'd to keep out of your Reach 
Lord ! what would become of ſuch a poor little Creature 
as I am, in the Paws of ſo ravenous an Animal ? 
TRUMAN. 
But are you too, Lady, ſo wild as Mrs, Camilla ? 
FICTORIA. © 
Oh, Sir, to the full ! But I hope you are not ſo un- 
merciful as Mr. Falentine. 
CRU MAN. 
No, Madam, quite on the contrary, as foft and plane 
as your Pillow-z you may mould me to your own Eaſe 
and Pleaſure, which Way you. will. 


110 
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VICTORIA. 

'Tis ſtrange two of ſuch different Tempers ſhould ſo 
well agree: Methinks you look like two as roaring, rant - 
ing, tory rory Sparks as one would wiſh to meet withal. 

VALENTINE. * 

Yes, Madam, at the Playhouſe in a Vizor, when you 
come dreſt and prepar'd for the Encounter; there indeed 
we can be as unanimouſly modiſh and impertinent as the 
perteſt Coxcombs of em all, till like them too, we loſe 
our Hearts, and never know what becomes of em. 

CAMILLA. 

But the Comfort is, you are ſure to find em again in 
the next Botile. 

Ar. GOODY 1 L E. 

Then drink 'em down to the Ladies Healths, * 
they are as well at Eaſe as ever they were. | 

TRUMAN. , 

Why, you would not be ſo unconſcionable as to have 
us two ſuch whining crop · ſick Lovers, as ſigh away 
their Hours, and write lamentable Vitties to be ſung 
about the Town by Fools and Bullies, in Taverns. 


GOODFYILE. : 
Fill ſome Smithfield Doggrel taking the Hint, ſwelk 
The Sonnet to a Ballad, and Chris dwindles into a 
Kitchen-Wench. 


ö VICTOR. 

"Tis preſum'd then you are of that familiar Tribe that 
never make love but by Contraries, and rally our Faults 
when you pretend to admire our Perfections. 

CAMILL A. 

As if the only Way to raiſe a good Opinion of your- 

ſelves, were to let us know how il] a one you have of us. 
TRUMAN. 

\ Faith, Madam, 'tis a bard Worlg, and when Beauty 

is held at fo dear a Rate, tis the beſt Way to beat gouf 

the Market as much as we can. 4 

74. 
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VALENTINE. 
| fo But you ſhall find, Ladies, we'll bid like Chapmen 1 
int- all that. 

VICTORIA. 


al. | 
| = You had beſt have a care tho', leſt you over-reach 
yourſelves and repent of your Purchaſe when *tis too late. 


ed CAIMILLA. 
the Beſides, I hate a Dutch Bargain that's made in Heat of 
ole Wine, for the Love it raiſes is generally like the Courage 


it gives, very extraordinary, but very ſhort- liv. 
GOODFPFILE. | 
How | Madam! have a care what you ſay ; Wide is 
the Prince of Loye, and all Ladies that ſpeak againſt 
it forfeit their Charter. I muſt not have my Favourite 
taduc d. Boy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove. its 
good Effects, and then We it * Friend. 


Wen drink — 
Till your Brains are afloat, nd al the reſt fink... 
VALENTINES. 
I find then, Ladies, you have the like Opinion of our 


Heads, as you have of our Hearts. 
e 
Really, Sir , you are much in. the right. 
TRUMAN, 

But if your Ladyſhip ſhould be in the wrong — Tho? 
Love, like Wine, be a good Refreſher; yet tis much 
more dangerous to be too buſy withal. And tho now and 
then I may over-heat my Head with drioking ; yet con- 
found me, I think I ſhall have a care never to break my 
Heart with loving. - 

Mr. GOODPILE. | 

ha Sir, if all Men were of your cruel Temper, 
what would become of thoſe tender-hearted Creatures 
that cannot forbear ſaluting ye with a Billet in a Morn- 
ing, tho* it comes without a Name, and makes you as 
unſatisfy'd as-they poor Creatures are themſelves? 
TRU. 
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| TRUMAN: 
Hah, this concerns me! Blockhead, dull leaden got 


| that I was, not to be ſenſible it muſt be ſhe, and none To 
1 but ſhe could ſend mine this Moruing. Well, poor Fack Th 
| Truman look to thyſelf, Snares are laid for thee 3 — but 
the Virtuous muſt ſuffer Temptation; and Heav'n knows 
all Fleſh is frail. - [ 4Afide. 
Enter Bo Y with Wine, | 
 _GOODPMYIILE. I 
Now, Boy, fill the Glaſſes. But before we proceed, IJ 
one Thing is to be conſider d. My Dear, you and I are 
to be no Man and Wife for this Day, but be as indiffe- | 
| rent, and take as little Notice one of another, as we may Dr 
= en to do ſeven Years hence; but at Night. 
| "F ALENTINE. | 
A very fair Propoſal. he 
Mrs. GOODPYILE. 
Agreed, Sir, if you will have it fo. 
6 00 DLZ. it. 
The Wine —now each Man to his Poſt. D. 
. [They ſeparate, Good. to Cam. Val. to Vid. Trum. 7s 
| 74. Goodvile. | , | 
The Word. 4 LA take Laſſer. = 
TRUMAN. ' | P 
Love and Wine. | 
GOODPYTILE. £44 
Paſs —— | TING [They drink. l 
Enter LIZ TT ICI. | ( 


Now that nothing may be wanting, Lertice, you muſt fing 
the Song I brought home t'other Morning; for Muſie 
is-as great an Encouragement to drinking, as fighting. 


Lettice fings. 


How bleſi'd he appears, © 
That re veli and loves out bis hapty Tears; 


5 — — — 


That 
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That fiercely ſpurs on till be fich his Race : 

And knowing Lifts Sort, chuſes living apace. = 
To Cares we were born, *twere a Folly to doubt it. 
Then love and 9 ſoicty there” 120 nee without it. 


an ee: * 
But as Fate approaches, the Brave fills are bulder 3 z 
The Joys of Lævs with'our Youth ſlide away, 
But yet there are Pleaſures that never decay ; 
When Beauty grows dull, and out Paſſions grow cold, 
IWine ftill keeps its Char ms, and wwe drink when we're old. 
_COODPMIILE., 

So, now ſhow me an Enemy to divine harmonious 
Drinking, ; 

| BOY. EE Tn ER 

Sir, my Lady Squeamiþ is below, juſt alighted out gf 
her Coach. | 

COODFYILE. © | 

Nay, then Drinking will have the major Vote againſt 
it, She is the moſt exat Obſerver of Decorums and 
Decency alive. But ſhe is not alone, 1 hope. 

. B O F. 1 , 

No, Sir, there is Mr. Malagene with her, and thee 
more Gentleinen ; one they call Sir Noble Clamſey,'a full 
portly Gentleman. jy : 
'_ TRUMAN. 

That's a hopeful Animal, an elder Brother, of a fair 
Eſtate, and her Kinſman, newly come up toTown, whom 
her Ladyſhip has undertaken to poliſh and make a fine 
Gentleman. 

a 2 FILINYTINE 

"Tis ſuch a fulſome overgrown Rogue! yet "EA to 
be a fine Spark, and a very courtly Youth ; he has been 
this half Year endeavouring at a Shape, which he loves 
eating and drinking too well ever te attain to. The 
other, I'll warrafit you, are the nimble Mr. Caper, and 
his polite Companion, Mr. Saunter. 


G0 OB. 
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> QaQaQaaFILYF.. | 
She's never-without a Kennel of Fools at her Heels ; 
and we may know as well when ſhe is near by the Noiſe 
her Caxcombs make, as we know when a certain Spark 
of this Town is at hand by the new-fangled Gingel of 
his Coach. She comes and Wye be to the Woe 
whom ſhe firſt lights upon. 


Enter LadySque amish, SirNoBLe K Ma- 
LAGENE, CAPER, and SAUNTER, 


Lad) SDUE AMISH. 

Dear Madam Goodvile, ten Thouſand Happineſſes wait 
on you] Fair Madam Yi&oria, ſweet charming Camilla, 
which Way ſhall I expreſs my Service to you ?—Coalin,. 
yu Honour, your Honour to the Ladies. 

| CLUMSEY. 

Ladies, as low as Knee can bend, or Head can bow, 
I falute you all. And Gallants, I am your moſt humble 
moſt obliged, and moſt devoted Servent,——— That [ 
learn'd at the End of an Epiltle Dedicatory. | 

GOODPFILE. 
Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier. 
CLUMSEY. 

Yes, Sir, I can compliment upon an Occaſion; my 

Lady knows I am a pretty apt Scholar. 
Lady S AMIS H. 

Gallants, you muſt pardon my Couſin here, he is but 
as it were a Novice yet, and has had little Converſation 
hut what I have bad the Honour td inſtruct him in. 

MALAGENE. 

But let me tell you, he is a Man of Parts, and one 
that I reſpeQ and honour, Pray Gentlemen know wy 
Friend. | | | 

VALENTINE. | 

Hark you, Ma/agene, how durſt you venture hither, 

know ing that Goodw;/e and Truman care fo little for your 
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MAIL AGE NE. 

O Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Sir; I gueſs'd this 
vas the Duel you were going about, I ſhould not have 
left you elſe, faith, Ned, I ſhould not. 

600 DVILE. 
But, Madam, can the worthy Knight, your Kinſman, 
drink? What think you, Sir Noble, of the LadiesHealths ? 
CLUMSEY. 
In a Glaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe. 
Lady S2UE AMISH. 

Oh ſweet Mr. Goodvile, don't tempt him to drink, 
on't ! I'll ſwear, I am ſo afraid he ſhould ſpoil himſelf 
ith drinking. Lord, how I ſhould loath a Fellow with 
a red Noſe! 

VALENTINE. 
See Truman, the two Coxcombs are already boarding 
dur Miſtreſſes. 
TRUMAN. 
Oh, 'twere Pity to interrupt em. A Woman loves 
o play and fondle with a Coxcomb ſometimes as natu- 
ally, as with a Lap-dog ; and I could no more be jea- 
lous of one than of the other. 
VALENTINE. 
I Tam not of your Opinion; they are too apt to love 
any thing that but makes 'em Sport. And the Famili- 
arity of Fools proceeds oftentimes from a Privilege we 
are not aware of, For my part, I ſhall make bold to 
ivert Mr. Saunter, a Word; have you ay 
Pretences with that Lady ? . hah ! 
SAUNTER,. K 
Some ſmall Encouragement I have had, Sir ; but I 
ever make my Boaſt of thoſe Favours, never, 
VALENTINE, 

No, Sir, *wwere your beſt Courſe, 

SAUNTER. ; 

Oh Lord, you are pleaſed to be merry. Sure he takes 
e for a Fool ; but no matter for that, Sings.— 
ou:d Phyllis be mine, and for, &c. Enter 
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Enter BOY. 
BOY. 
Madam, the Fiddles are below; ſhall I call em up? 


Mrs. GOODPFILE. 
No, let em ſtay a little, we'll dance below. * 


CA PER. 
Hah, the Fiddles ! Boy, where are you? [Cap. caßers. 
BOY. 
Here, Sir. | 
CAPER. 
Have you brought my Dancing-ſhoes ? e 
BOY. 


No, Sir, you gave me no O:der:; But your Fidele is 

below under the Seat of the Coach. 
CAPER. 

"Raſcal,' Dog, Fool; when did you ever know me go 
abroad without my Dancing-ſkoes ? Sirrah, run home 
and fetch 'em quickly, or Vil cut off both your Ears, 
and have 'em faſten'd to the Heels of thoſe I have on, 

TRUMAN. 


It is an unpardonable Fault, Sir, that your Boy mould 


forget your Dancing ſhoes. 
e. 
Ay, hang him, Blockhead, he has no Senſe; I muſt 


get rid of him as ſoon as I can: I would no more dance 
in a Pair of Shoes that we commonly wear, than I would | 


ride a Race in a Pair of Gambado's 
Lady SODUEAMISH. 
"Mr. Valentine I hope is a better bred Gentleman, than 
to leave his Miſtreſs for Wine. I hear, Sir, there is a 
Love between you and Madam Camilla? Thou Morſter 
of Perjury. [To Val. 


VALENTINE. | 
Faith, Madam, you are much in the right; there is 
Abundance of Love on my Side, but I can find very little 
in hers: If your Ladyſhip would but ſtand my Friend 
upon this Occaſion, I think this is civil, 


Lady 


fo 
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La SQUEAMISH. 

I'll ſwear Sir, you are a moſt obliging Perſon—Ladies 
and Gallants, poor Mr. Valentine here is fallen in love, 
and has defired me to be his Advocate: Who could with 
ſtand that Eye, that Lip, that Shape and Mein, beſides: 
a Thouſand Graces in every Thing he does ? Oh lovely 
Camilla ! guard, guard your Heart; but I'Il ſwear, if it 
were my own Caſe, I doubt I ſhould ty ha, ha! 

VALENTINE. 

Madam? What means all this? 

- COODYIL 4. 
Poor Ned Yalenting ! 
| TRUMAN. 

'Tis but what I told him be muſt look for : But tay, - 

there is more yet coming. 
Lac SU AMISH 

Nay, this is not half what thou art to expect; Ill 
baunt thee worſe than thy ill Genius, take all Opportu- 
nities to expoſe thy Folly and Falſhood every where, till 
| I have made thee as ridiculous to our whole Sex, as thou 
art odious to me, + 

* ALENT I N F. 
But has your Ladyſhip no Mercy ? Will nothing but 
my Ruin appeaſe you? Why ſhould you chuſe by your 
Malice to expoſe your Decay of Vears, and lay open your 
poor Lover's Follies to all, becauſe you could improve 
em io your own Uſe no longer? (Approaches. 
Lady SSUE AMISH. | 
| Come not near me, Traitor—Lord, Madam Camilla, 
tow can you be ſo cruel ? See, ſee, how wildly he looks: 
| For Heav*n's Sake have a care of him; I fear he is diſ- 
temper'd in his Mind: What Pity 'tis ſo hopeful a Gen- 
tleman ſhould run mad for Love, — ha, ha, ha ! 

„ Mr. GOODFILE, | 

| Dear Madam, how can. you uſe Mr. Valentine o ? 

'Tis enough to put him out of Humaur, and ſpoil him 
for * good all the Day aſter it. 


| Lady 


. 9... « ack 
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Lady S AUE AMISH. 

Oh Lord, Madam, *cis the greatelt Pleaſure to me in 
the World; let me die, but I love to rally a baſhful 
young Lover,. and pk him out of Countcnance « at my 
Heart. 

s AUNTER. A 

Ha, ha, ha! and F'Il ſwear the Devil and all's in ber 
Wit, when ſhe ſets on't. Poor Ned Valentine! Lord, 
how ſillily he looks? | 
CAP E R. 

Ay, and would fain be angry if he knew but how. 

VALENTINE. , 

Hark you, Coxcomb, I can be angry very angry, d'ye 

mark me ? . | 


CLU M S ET. 384 
No, but Sir, don't be in a Paſſion: My Lady will 
have her Humour; but the's a very good Woman at the 
Bottom. 
VALEN 7 1 * 8. 
Very likely, Sir. 
Mrs. COODVYILE. | dtd 
Now, Madam, if your Ladyfhip thinks fit, we'll 
withdraw and leave the Gentlemen to themſelves a little; 
only Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter muſt do us the Honour | 
of their Company. * ' 
SAUNTER, | 
Say you ſo, Madam? 1“ faith and you ſhall have it. 
Come, Caper, we are the Men for the Ladies, I ſee that 
Hey Boys !. 
Lady SOUBAMISH 0 
Oh dear! and feet Mr. Saunter ſhall oblige us with 
a Song, 


q 4 997 E R. 

O Madam, ten Thouſand, ten Thouſand if you pleaſe. 

I'll ſwear I believe I could ſing all Day and all Night, 
and never be weary. 


/ 


When 
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When Phillis w0atch'd her barmleſi Sheep, 
*. one po Lamb, We. 
[Ex. Saunter, Caper, and Ladits, 
 GOODYILE 
A happy Riddance. this; now, Gentlemen, for one 
Bottle to entertain our noble Friend und new Acquaia- 
tance, Sir Noble Clamfey. 
CLUMSEYT. | 
Really, Gallants, I muſt beg your Pardon, I dare not X 
drink, for I have but very weak Said; Sir, and my 
Head won't bear it. 
TRUMAN, 
Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk could never be main- 
tain'd with thin regular Diet and ſmall Beer. 
 CLUMSEY. 
I muſt confeſs, Sir, T am ſomething plump; bot a 
litle Fat is comely; I would not be too lean. 
 MALAGENE. 
No, by no means, my Deaf, thou haſt an hervie Face, 
which well becomes this noble Fu and Fuldeſs of thy 
1 | 
PALENTINE. As 5 
Geodvile, we have a Suit to you : Here is Malogene. 
has been ſome time in 2 Clord; for this once receive him 
into good Grace and Favour again. 
el MAL AGENE. | 
Faith,Goodvite, do,for without-any more Words, I love 
thee with all =y Heart—Faith and Troth, * me thy 
Hand. | 


:Q 0 0 D v1 L e 

But, Sir, ſhould I allow you myCountenance, you . 7 

be The drank, very rode, and very unmannerly, I fear. 

 — MALAGENS. 

Dran Sir, I ſcorn your Words, I'd have you know 

1 han't been drunk this Week; ho, I am the Son of a 
Whore if I won't be very ſober. This noble Knight ſhall 
beSecutity for — Wilt thou not, Knight i 

| CLUM- 
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CLUMSEY. 


Sir, you are a Perſon altogether a Stranger to: me; and 
| I have ſworn never to be bound for any Man. 


- But, Sir Noble, you are obliged i in Honour to ſerve a 
Gentleman and your Friend. | 
CLUMSEY. a 


Say you ſo, Sir ? oblig'd in Honour? I am ſatisfy'd, 


Sir, this Gentleman is my Friend and Acquaintance, and « 
whatſoever he ſays I'll ſtand to. 
MALAGENE., A 
Hark thee, Son of Mars, thou art a Knight lad ſe 
T'll marry thee to a Lady of my n and have fa 
thee made a Lord. | 7 
600 DIL E. 
Boy, the Wine, give Sir Nele his Glaſs, Gentlemen, a1 
Sir Noble Lady's Health, C 
CLUMSEY. 
Od's my Life, I'll drink that tho' I die for't. Gal- 
lants, I have a Lady in this Head of mine, and that 
you ſhall find anon. By my Troth, I think this be a 
Glaſs of good Wine, C 
V ALENTIN . 80 
Say you ſo? Take the other Glaſs then, Sir Neb/e. 
CLUMSEY, 
Fore George, and fo I will. Pox't on't, let it by a ro 
Brimmer : Gentlemen, God fave the King. do 
MALAGENE. 
Well ſaid, my lovely Man of Might, His Worlhip 
grows good Company. | B 
TRUMAN. G. 
Sir Noble, you are a great Acquaintance with Mr. 0 
Cafer and Mr. Saunter; they are Men of wy Parts, on 
CLVUMSE T. 


Oh Sir, the fineſt Perſons the moſt abligien well- 
bred complaiſant modiſhGentlemen : They are acquainted 
wich all the Ladies in Town, and are Men of fine Eſtates. 
5 7 R U- 
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„ M AN, 
This Rogue is one of thoſe earthly Mongrels that 
knows the Value of nothing but a good Eſtate, and loves 
a Fellow with a great deal of Land and a Title, though 
his Grandfather were à Blackſmith, 
CLUMSEY. | 
How fay you, Sir, a good Eſtate ? Odd's Heart, give 
me the other Glaſs, I have two thouſand Pounds a Year. 
MALAGENE, © 
Say'ſt thou ſo ? Boy, bring more Wine; Wine in 
Abundance, Sirrah, d'ye hear? Frank Gaodwile, thou 
ſee'ſt I am free, for faith I hate Ceremony, and would 
fain make the Knight merry. 
| G0 O DVILE. 1 
Malagene, it ſhall be your Taſk ; drink bim vp loftly, 
and when that's done, we'll bring him to my Lady his 
Couſin, it may make ſome Sport. 
VALENTINE, 
A very good Propoſal. | 
MAL AGENE. 
Say no more; thy Word's a Law, and it ſhall be PALL: 
Come, bear up, my lufty Limb of . and hang 
Sobriety. 


CLUMSEY. 
Ay, ſo ſay I, hang Sobriety—— drink, whore, rant, 
roar, ſwear, make a Noiſe, and all that: But be honeſt, 
do'ſt hear, be honeſt, 

TRUMAN. 
I would very fain be ſo if I could; . but the damin'd 
Billet this Morning went out of my Head. Well, Madam 
Goodwile, if any Miſchief comes on't, tis your own Fault, 
not mine, I did not ftrike firſt, and there's an End 
on't. a | [Mafic within. 


Enter LnTTICE. 
LETTICE. 


Sir, the Fiddles are ready; and the Ladies defire your 
Com- 
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Company. Mr. Truman, my Lady wants you. 
TRUMAN, 
Say'ſt thou ſo? I thank thee for thy News with all 
my Heart. The Devil I ſee will get the better 0 on a and 


th reſiſti 
een 5 7 770 F. 


Sir Noble my Lady Squenm! 5 ſent tne to tell you ſhe 
wants your Company. to dance. : 
CLUMSEYT, 

Tell her I am buſy about a grand Affair of the N. 
tion, and cannot come, — Dante! I look like a Dancer 
indeed ! but theſe Women will be always putting us. on 
more than we can-do .Boy, give me more Wine. 
600711 
Malagent, remember, and uſe Expedition. 
[Ex. Good. Trum. Val. Letiice. 
C L UMSEY. 
Sirrah, do you know me? I am a Knight; and here's 
a Health to all the Whores in Chriſtendom. 
© MALAGENE. 
Not forgetting all the Ladies within. Now we are 
alone I may talk. [Drinks 
CLUMSEY. 
So, there's for you, do you ſee? [Breaks a Glaſs. 
Sirrah,don't you look ſcurvily ; I have Money in my Poc- 
ket, you meſt know that.—Bring us moreWine.—Mala- 
gene, thou art a pretty Fellow; doſt thou love me? Give 
me thy Hand: I will falute thy under Lip. [Staggers. 
MALEGENE. 
- Ha, what's the Meaning of this? I doubt I ſhall al- 
moſt be drunk as ſoon as the Knight. Sir Noble, canſt 


thou her ? 
CLU M SET. 
Hows: whore l what a Queſtion's there? Thoa ſhalt 
be my n and I'll prefer thee. 
MALAGENE. 


What a Raſcal this Knight is; I have known as 
worthy 
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worthy a Perſon as himſelf a Pimp, and one that thought 
it no Blemiſh to his Honour neither.  [ Afede. 
Enter Lady SQUEAMISH at the Door. 
CLUMSEY. 

Hah, my Lady Couſin —Faith, * you ſee 1 

am at T ge Ede gets gr A | 
M 4 LAGENE. 

The Devil's in it, I think; we cou'd no ſooner talk of 
Whores, but ſhe muſt come in, with a Pax to her. 
Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

Lac S 2UEA MIS H. 

Oh, odious ! inſufferable! who would have thought, 
Couſin, you would have ſerv'd me ſo—fough, how he 
ſtinks of Wine, I can ſmell him hither.— How have you 
the Patience to hear the Noiſe of F iddles, and ſpend your 
Time in naſty drinking ? 

CLUMSEY. 

Hum ! tis a good Creature: Lovely Lady, thou ſhaſt 

take thy Glaſs. 


Laly S 2 UE AMISH. 


Fe 


Uh gud 3 Murder! I had rather you had __ me 
s a Toad. 
T CLUMSEY. 
7. Then Malagene, here's a Health to my Lady Couſin's 
c- Pelian upon Offa. { Drinks and breaks the Glaſs. 


Lady SLUEAMISH. 


ve Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, what's that ? 
4. MALAGENE. 
A certain Place, Madam, in Greece, much talkt of by 
1 the Antients; the noble Gentleman is well read. 
iſt Lady S UE AMISH. 
Nay, he is an ingenious Perſon I'll aſſure you. 
CLUMSEY. 
lt Now, Lady bright, I am wholly thy Slave: Give me 


thy Hand, I'll go ſtraight and begin my Grandmother's 
kiſſing Dance; but firſt deign me the private Honour of 
as thy Lip. | 
hy Vor. II. C Lady 
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Lay SDUEAMISH. 
Nay, fie, Sir Noble] how I hate you now ! for Shame 


be not ſo rude: I ſwear you are quite ſpoiled, Get you 
gone, you good-natur'd Toad you. [Exeunt, 


- 


| ] 
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ꝙACT HI. SCENE I. 2 

* | F 

Enter GoopvILE @ little heated. witl 

GOODVILE. — 

W HAT a damn'd Chicken-brain'd Fellow am I may 
? If I bat dip my Bill I am giddy. Now 

am [I as hot-headed with my bare twoBortles, as a drunken v 

Prentice on a Holiday. Truman marries Victeria, that: mea; 

refolv'd on; and ſo one Care is over. But then Camilla ally 

how ſhall I get poſſeſſion of her, —— Well, my Mind a Pe 
miſgives me, I ſhall do fomethiog may call my Diſcretior 

in queſtion ; and yet I can't avoid. it. Camilla I do love, W 

and muſt have her, come what will on't; and no Time thou 
ſo fit to begin the Enterprize as this; ſhe may make! 

good Wife for Yalentine for all that. I; 

Enter TrxUMan and VALENTINE. Mufic. have 

Fie, Gentlemen, without the Ladies ! did you quit} chan 

Champaign for this? Faith I begin to deſpair of you; and i ledge 

doubt you are grown as weak Lovers as Drinkers. 

TRUMAN. Fai 

G-odvile, thou haſt no Conſcience 3 a detay'd Civil to cor 
lier Captain that drinks Jourbey- work under a Deputy- 

Lieutenant in the Country, is not able to keep thee Com: T be 


pany. Two Bottles, a I take it, is no ſuch trifling Matter. ¶ nion o 
GOODVILE. 
Oh but I hate to be baulk'd, and a Friend that leave 


me at two Bottles, is as unkind as a Miſtreſs that Jie to con 
ire 


IL | 
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me when I thought I bad made ſure of the Buſineſs. But. 
Gallants, how ſtand the Affairs of Love? Truman, is 
Victoria kind? I queſtion not your Friendſhip in the 
Matter, but truſt the Honour of my Family in your Hands. 
VALENTINE. 

He little thinks Truman is.inform'd of all, and no lon- 
ger a Stranger on what Score he is ſo wondrous civil. 
But I am miſtaken, if he be behind with him in Kindneſs 
lon 4, 

. TRUMAN. * 

A Pox on't, I am afraid this Marriage will never agree 
with me; methinks the very Thought on't goes a little 
againſt my Stomach. Like a young Thief tho“ I have 
ſome itching to be at it, yet I am loth to venture what 
may follow. 


GOODPYILE. 

Well, I'll go in and better prepare Victoria: In the 
mean time believe it only my Ambition to be as well 
ally'd in Blood, as Friendſhip, to ſo good and generous 
a Perſon as Truman. [Exit. 

TRUMAN: | 

What a damn'd Creature Man is ! Valentine, didſt 

thou believe this Fellow could be a Villain ? 
VALENTINE. ; 

I muſt confeſs it ſomething ſurprizes me; he might 
have found out a fitter. Perſon to put his Miſtreſs upon, 
than his Friend, But how the Devil got you the Know- 
ledge of it ? 

TRUMAN. 

Faith I'll tell thee ; for I think Lam no way oblig'd 

to conceal it—his Wife even his very Wife told me all. 
VALENTINE. 

I begin to ſuſpect that Mrs.. Good uile has no ill Opi- 
nion of you; I obſerv'd ſomething but now very obliging 
towards you ; beſides, when a Woman begins to betray 
ber Huſhand's Secrets, tis a certain Sign.ſhe has a mind 
to communicate very important ones of her own. * 
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TRUMAN. 
Valentine, no more of that; tho' it would be a rare 
Revenge to make a Cuckold of this ſmiling Rogue, 
VALENTINE. 
'Tis fifty Times better than cutting his Throat; that 


were to do him more Honour than he deſerves. al 
Enter MALAOExNR. ſi 
MALAGENE. - 
Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt Sport Tack Truman, Ned A 
Valentine. 1 
TRUMAN. 
Why, what's the matter ? Where? 
MALAGENE, 
Yonder's my Rogue of a Knight, as drunk as a Por. u. 
ter; and fa th, Fact, I am but little better. 
VALENTINE. 
Dear Sir, and what of all this? f 
MALAGENE. 
Why with a Bottle under his Arm, and a Beer-glaſs 1 


in his Hand, I ſet him full drive at my Lady Squeami/h; . 

for nothing elſe but to make Miſchief, Nea—nothing Pri 

elſe in the World; for every body knows I am the work of 
natur'd Fellow breathing : Tis my Way of Wit. 

VALENTINE. 1 

Do you love no body then ? 


MAL AGENE. A 
No, not I; Yes, a Pox on't, I love you well enough mor 
becauſe you are a Rogue I have known a good while broi 
Tho' ſhou'd I take the leaft Prejudice againſt you, Fly 
cou'd not afford you a good Word behind your Back 
for my Heart. T 
TRUMAN. ſerv; 
Sir, we are much oblig'd to you: Tis a Sign 0 
Rogue is drunk that he ſpeaks Truth. N 
MALAGENE. any t 
T tell you what I did other . Faith 'tis as g ſee n 
a Jeſt as ever you heard, Sir A 
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| VALENTINE. 

Pray, Sir, do. 
MAL AGENE. | | 
Why walking alone, a lame Fellow follow'd me and 
aſk'd my Charity, (which by the way was a pretty Propo- 
ſition to me.) Being in one of my witty merry Fits, I 
aſk'd him how long he had been in that Condition? The 
poor Fellow ſhook his HeaJ, and told me he was bora 


ſo, But how d'ye think I ſerv'd him? 


V ALENTINE. 
Nay, the Devil knows. 
MALAGENE, 
T ſhow'd my Parts I think; for I tripp'd up both his 
Wooden Legs, and walk'd off gravely about my Buſineſs. 
TRUMAN. 
And this you ſay is your Way of Wit! 
MAL AGENE, 
Ay altogether, this and Mimickry. I'm a very good 
Mimick : I can adt Punchinello, Scaramouchio, Harlequin, 


Prince Prettyman, or any thing. I can act the rumbl ng 
of a Wheelbarrow. | 


VALENTINE, 
The rumbling of a Wheelbarrow ! 


MALAGENE. - 
Ay, the rumbling of a Wheelbarrow, ſo I ſay—Nay, 


more than that, I can act a Sow and Pigs, Sauſages a 


broiling, a Shoulder of Mutton a roaſting : I can act a 
Fly in a Honey-pot. 
TRUMAN. 

That indeed muſt be the Effect of very curious Ob- 

ſervation. - | | 
MALAGENE. 

No, hang it, I never make it my Buſineſs to obſerve 

any thing, that is mechanic. But all this I do, you ſhall 


ſee me if you will. But here comes her Ladyſhip and 
Sir Noble. 


C3 Enter 
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Enter Lady SQUeamisn and Sir Noßg IE CLuus Ex. 
Lady SU E AMIS H. 


Oh, dear Mr. Truman, reſcue me. ad Sir Wa N 
for Heav'ns Sake. | thou 
CLUMSEY.. 
I tell thee, Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely Body: F 
Sir, do you know me! | am Sir Noble Clumſey: 1 am a 
Rogue of an Eitate, and [ live Do you want any L 
Money ? 1 have fifty Pounds, and 
VALENTIVNVE. you 
Nay, good Sir Noble, none of your Generoſity we be- 
ſeech you. The Lady, the Lady, Sir Noble. W 
/ / 7 © TN Hea 
Nay, 'tis al! one to me if you won't take it, there it time 
is. Hang Money, my Father was an Alderman. 
NALAGE NE. Bi 
Tis pity good Guineas ſhould be ſpoil'd, Sir Nob/e, by 
your Leave, [ Picks up the Guinas, Pl 
| CLUMSEY. our 
But, Sir, you will not keep my Money ? medi 
MALAGENE. Lali. 
Oh, hang Money, Sir, yoar Father was an Alderman, 
CLUMSEY. Po 


Well, get thee gone for an Arch-Wag—l do but ofa P 

mam all this while—dut by Dad he's pure Company. 
TRUMAN. 

Was there ever ſuch a Blockhead ! Now has he never- 
theleſs a mighty Opinion of himſelf, and thinks all this 
Wit and pretty Diſcourſe. 

CLUMSEY. 
Lady, once more L ſay be civ l, and come kiſs me; 1 
ſhall raviſh elſe, 1 ſhall raviſh mightily. 
VALENTINE. 
Well done, Sir Noble, to her, never ſpare. 
Lady S UE AMISH. 
I may be even with you tho' for all this, Mr. Ya/en- 


tine : 


it 
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tine: Nay, dear Sir Noble: a. Traman, I'll ſwear he'll 
put me into Fits. | 
CLU M SEX, 

Na, but let me ſalute the Hem of thy Garment. Wilt 
thou marry me ? [ Kneels. 
MALAGENE. 

Faith Madam, do let me make the Match. 


Lady SDUEAMISH, 
Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are a ſtrange Man, 
and I'll ſwear have a great deal of Wit. Lord, why don't 
you write ? 


MALAG F N E. 
Write ? I thank your Lady ſhip for that with all my 
Heart. No, I have a Finger in a Lampoon or ſo ſome- 
times, that's all. 
TRUMAN. 
But he can = 
Lady SDUE A M IS H. 

I'll ſwear, and ſo he does better than any one upon 
our Theatres; I have ſeen him. Oh the Eng/ih Co- 
medians are nothing, - not comparable to the French or 
Lalian: Beſides, we want Poets. 

CLUMSEY. 

Poets ! why I am a Poet. I have written three Acts 

of a Play, and have nam'd it already. Tis to be a Tragedy. 
Lady SRQUEAMISH. 

Oh Couſin, if you undertake to write a Tragedy, take 
my Counſel. Be ſure to fay ſoft melting tender Things in 
it that may be moving, and make your Ladies Charac- 
ters virtuous whate er you do. 

CLUMSEY. 

Moving! Why, I can never read it myſelf but it 
makes me laugh: Well, 'tis the prettieſt Plot, and fo 
full of Waggery. 

_ . 
Oh ridiculous ! 


0 M 4. 
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MALAGENE. 
But, Knight, the Title ; Knight, the Title. 
CLUMSEY. 


Why let me ſee ; tis to be call'd, The merry Conceits of 
Lowe; or The Life and Death of the Emperor Charles the 
Fifth, with the Humours of his Dog Bobadillo. 


MALAGENE. 
Ha, ha, ha. | 
FJALENTINE. 
But Sir Noble, this ſounds more like a Comedy. 
CLUMSEY. 


Oh, but I have reſolv'd it ſhall be a Tragedy, becauſe 
Bobadith's to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy! no, I 
ſcorn to write Comedy. I know ſeveral that can ſquirt 
Comedy,——['ll tell you more of this when J am ſober. 

Lady S2UE AMISH, 

But dear Mr, Malagene, won't you let us ſee you act 
a little ſomething of Harlequin? I'll ſwear you do it 
ſo naturally, it makes me think I am at the Lowvre-or 
Whitehall all the time. [ Mal. a&s.] Oh Lord, don't, don't, 
neither: ll ſwear you'll make me burſt. Was there ever 
any thing ſo pleaſant ? 

| TRUMAN. 

Was ever any thing ſo affected and ridiculous ? Her 
whole Life ſure is a continued Scene of Impertinence. 
What a damn'd Creature is adecay'd Woman, with all 
the exquiſite Sillineſs and Vanity of her Sex, yet none of 
the Charms! . [Malagene feats in Punchinello's Voice. 

L ady SQUEAMISH,. 

O Lord, that, that; that is a Pleaſure intolerable, 

Well, let me die if I can hold out any longer. Pray 


Mr. Malagene, how long have you been in love with 
Mrs. Tawary the Actreſs ? 


MALAGENE,. 
Ever ſince your Ladyſhip has been off from the Hooks 
with Mr. Valentine. [ in his own Voice aloud. 


Laay 
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Lady S2QUE AMISH. © 

Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Malagene had been 
berter bred than to upbraid me with any ſuch baſe thing 
to my Face, whatever he might ſay of me behind my 
Back : But there is no Honour, no Civility in the World, 
that I am ſatisfy'd of. 

VALENTINE. ; 

Can your Ladyſhip take any thing ill from Mr. Ma- 
lagene? A Woman ſhould bear with the unlucky Jerks of 
her Buffoon or Coxcomb, as well as with the Ill-manners 
of her Monkey ſometimes : The Fools and Raſcals your 
Sex delights in, ought to have the Privilege of ſaying, 
as well as they have of doing any thing. 

Lacy S2UEAMISH, 

Which you men of Wit (as you think yourſelves ) 
are very angry you ſhould be debarr'd of : Lord, what 
pity 'tis your good Parts ſhould be your Misfortune. 

VALENTINE. ; 

Ay, Madam, I feel the Curie of it: I who had juſt 
Senſe enough to fall in love with ſo much Beauty and 
Merit, yet could not be able to keep the Paradiſe I was 
ſo happily poſſeſt of. 

Lay SODUEAMISH. 

This Malice and 11-nature ſhall not ſerve your Turn; 
I ſhall know all your Proceedings and Intrigues with Ca- 
milla, and be reveng'd on your Love to her, for all the 

Affronts and Injuries you have done to mine. 


Enter CarER and SAUNTER. 


CAPER. 
Oh dear Madam, we are utterly undone for want of 
your Ladyſhip's Company Pll vow, Madam Good vile is 
coming with the Fiddles to wait on you here. 


[Cuts backwards. 
CLUMSEY. 


Sir, are you a Dancing-Maſter ? you are very nimble, 
methinks, 
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CAPE R. 

Ay Sir, I hate to ſtand ſtill. But Sir Noble, I thought 
you had known me, I doubt you may be a little over- 
taken; Faith, dear Heart, I am glad to ſee thee ſo merry, 

CLUMSEY. 

Yes, I do love dearly to be drunk once a Year or ſo, 
is good for my bodily Health. But do you never drink? 

| CAPER. 

No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province you know: 
I mind dancing altogether. 

CLUMSEY. 

Nor you ? can't you drink, ha ? 

SAUNTER. 
No, I make love and fing to Ladies. 


CLUMSEY. 
Whores to my Knowledge, errant rank common 
Whores. A Pox on your Woman of Quality that you 
carry'd me to in the Mall. 


TRUMAN..- 
Why, what was the Matter, Sir Noble ? 


CLUMSEY. 
By yea, and by nay, a foul over-grown Strumpet, with 
a running Bawd inſtead of a Waiting-woman, a great 
deal of Paint, Variety of old Cloaths, and nothing to eat. 
Lacy SQUEAMISH. 
O dear, let me die, if that was not extravagantly pleaſant, 
TRUMAN. 
believe Sir Noble is much in the right; for I never 
came near theſe giddy intriguing Blockheads, but they 
were talking of Love and Ladies; nor ever met with a 
hackney ſtripping Whore that did not know 'em. 
| CAPER. 
Ned Valentine, I have a Kindneſs to beg of you. 
VALENTINE. 
Sir, you may command me any thing. 
CAPER. 
Why, you muſt know I am in love with Camilla. 
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VALENTINE. 


CAPER. 

Now I would have you ſpeak to Frank Grodvile not 
to make love to her as he does, i'faith I can't bear it; 
ſor to tell you the Truth on't, I intend to marry her; I 
catch'd him at it but now : Faith it made my Heart ach, 
never ſtir if it did not, = 
VALENTINE. 

In troth, Sir, tis very uncivil. Tramas, this Good vili 
has a mind to oblige us both.; he's providing a Wife for 
me too as faſt as he can. Camilla's his Quarrey now I 
underſtand,and by that time he has play'd as fair a Game 
with her as he has done with your Miſtreſs Victoria, I may 
ſtand fair to put in for the Rubbers. 

by 7 TRUMAN. 

Valentine, thou art upon too ſure Grounds for him 
there; Camilla has both too much Wit and Virtue, and 
each with as little Affectation as the other. 

VALENTINE. 

Fack, after this I cannot but be very free with you. I 
know there is ſome Love hatching between you and his 
Wife: Both our Revenge lies in thy Hands; and if thou 
doſt not thyſelf and me Juſtice, I'il diſown thee for ever. 

TRUMAN. 

S:e where he comes, with a Heart as gay and light, 

as if there were nothing but Honeſty in it. 


Very good, 


Enter Goopvile fnging. 


ben Beauty can't me, and our Paſſions grow co d, 
Wine flill keeps its Charms, and we drink when were old. 


GOODPYTILE. 
—— Zack Truman, yonder have I and Vi4oria been 
laughing at thee till we were weary. She ſwears thou 
art ſo very modeſt, ſhe would not for all the World mar- 
ry thee for fear of ſpoiling that Virtue. 
. TRU- 
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TRUMAN. 
Nay, then I doubt T have loſt her for ever; for if ſhe 


complains of my Modeſty, ſhe has found a Fault which 
I never thought I had been guilty of before. 


G0 ODSVILE. 

Bat that is a Quality, which tho' they hate ever ſo 
much in a Gallant they are apt for many Reaſons to value 
in a Huſband: Fear not, Diſſimulation is the natural Ad- 
junct of their Sex; and I would no more deſpair of a 
Woman, tho' ſhe fairs ſhe hated me, than I would be- 
; lieve her tho' ſhe ſwore ſhe lov'd me. 


[ Enter Lady SQUEAMISH and the reft of the Company, 
with the Fiddles. | 
Lady S AUE AMISH. 

Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance! Mr. Caper, 
where are you? you ſhall dance with Madam Camilla. 
Mr. Saunter, wait on Victoria. Mr. Goodwile, your 
humble Servant. Dear Mr. Truman, won't you oblige 
me? Madam Gorduvile—— ———- ha, ha, ha: I'll ſwear I 
had utterly forgotten Mr. Valentine. 

VALENTINE. 

Your Ladyſhip knows me to be a civil Perſon, if you 
pleaſe, I'll keep good Orders. [All take out the Women, 
MAL AGENE. 

Faith Ned do, and I'll keep the Muſic in tune: Away 
with it; | Vufc p/ays.] Hold, hold — what inſufferable 
Raſcals are theſe? why ye ſcurvy thraſhing ſcraping 
Mongrels, ye make a worſe Noiſe than crampt Hedghogs. 
An old gouty Dancing. Maſter that teaches to dance with 
his Spectacles on, makes better Muſic on his crack'd Kit 

*Sdeath ye Dogs, can't you play now asa Gen- 
tleman fings ? ha 


GOODPFILE. | 
Sir, will you never leave this nauſeous Humour of 
yours? I can never be with you but I muſt be forc'd 
to uſe you ill, or endure the ren Torment of your 
Impertinence. MA. 
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MALAGENE. 

Well Sir, I have done Sir, I have done: But tis 

very hard a Man can't be permitted to ſhew his Parts. 
'Sdeath, Frank, doſt thou think thou underſtand*ſ Muſic ? 

G60 O DVILE. 

Sir, I underſtand it ſo well, that I won't have it inter- 

rupted in my Company by you. 
MAL AGENE. 

I am glad on't with all my Heart; I never thought you 
had underſtood any thing before I think there I 
was pretty even with you. 3 

GOODPMYILE. 

Saucineſs and Ill- manners are ſo much your Province, 

that nothing but kicking is fit for you. 
2 MALA GENE. 

Sir, you may uſe your Pleaſure; but I care no more 
for being kickt, than you do for kicking. But pr'ythee, 
Frank, why ſhould you be out of Humour ſo? The 
Devil take me, if I ſhall not give thee ſuch a Jerk pre- 
ſently will make thee angry indeed. 

Lad) S AU E AMIS H. 

Lord, Mr. Goodwvile, how can you be fo ill- natur d? 
I'll ſwear, Mr. Malagene is in the right. Theſe People 
have no Manners in the leaſt, play not at all to Dancing : 
But I vow he himſelf fings a Tune extreme prettily. 


GOODPMFILE, 

Death, Hell and the Devil, how am I teaz'd ! I ſhall 
have no Opportunity to purſue my Buſineſs with Camilla: 
I muſt remove this troubleſome. Coxcomb, and that per- 
haps may put a ſtopat leaſt to her Impertinenee. [ Alia. 

Lady SDUEAMISH. 

Mr. Truman, Mr. Coodvile, and Ladies, I beſeech you 
do me the Favour to hear Mr. Malagenè ſing a Scotch 
Song: I Il ſwear I am a ſtrange Admirer of Scotch Songs, 
they are the prettieſt ſoft melting gentle harmleſs 
Things 


SAUN. 
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 SAUNTER, 
By Dad, and ſo they are.— In January laft—[Singe. 
VALENTINE. 

Deliver us ! a Scotch Song! I hate it worſe than a 
Scotch Bagpipe, which even the Bears are grown weary of, 
and have better Muſic. I wiſh I could fee her Ladyſhip 
dance a Scotch Jig to ore of 'em. 

MALAGENE. 
I T muſt needs beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon, I have for- 
gotten the laſt new Scotch Song: But if you pleaſe I'll 
entertain you with one of another Nature, which I am 


apt to believe will be as pleaſant. 
Lad) S AUE AMIS H. 


Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are eternally obliging 


me. [ Malagene ing an Iriſh Cocos. 
MALAGENE, 
Well, Madam, how like you it, Madam, ha! 
Lady S AU E AMIS H. 

Really it is very pretty now the prettieſt odd 
out- of- the way Notes. Don't you admire it ſtrangely ? 

| MALAGENE. 

I'll affure your Ladyſhip [I learrt it of an Ii Muſi- 
cian that's lately come over, ard intend to preſent it to 
an Author of my Acquaintance to put it in his next Play. 

Lady SDUEAMISH. 

Ha, ha, Mr. Valentine! I would have you learn it 

for a Serenade to your Miſtreſs ha, ha, ha. 
VALENTINE. 


My Page, Madam, is docible, and has a pretty Voice, 
he ſhall learn it if you pleaſe ; and if your Ladyſhip has 
any further Sei vice for him | 

Lady SODUE AMISH. 


Ah Lord, Wit, Wit, Wit, as 1 live! Come let's 


dance. 


TRUMAN. 
Valentine, thou art ſomething too rough ; I am afraid 
her 
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ber Ladyſhip will be reveng'd; I ſee Miſchief in her 
Eyes: ' Tis ſafer provoking a Lancaſhire Wirth, than an 
old Miſtreſs * and ſhe is as vivlent in her Malice too. 


GOODPFILE. | 
Malagene, a Word with you———hark ye, come 
hither. [Goes to the Door. 
MAL AGENE. | 


Well Frank, what's the Buſineſs now? I am clearly 
for Miſchief : ſhall I break the Fiddles, and turn the 
Raſcals out of Doors ? 

GOODPFILE. 

No, Sir; but I'll be ſo civil to turn you out of doors. 

Nay, Sir, no ſtruggling, I have Footmen within. 
MALAGENE, 

Whoo, pr'ythee what's all this for? What a pox, I 
know my Lady well enough for a ſilly affected fantaſti- 
cal Gipſy : I did all this but o' purpoſe to ſhew her—— 
Let me alone, I'll abuſe her worſe. 

GOODPYILE. | 
No, Sir, but I'il take more Care of your Reputation, 
and turn you out to learn better Manners. No Reſiſ- 
tance as you tender your Ears; but be gone. [Ex. Mal. 
So, he's gone, and now I hope I may have ſome little 
Time to myſelf, —— Fiddles ſtrike up. Dance. 


TRUMAN, 

Thus, Madam, you freely enjoy all the Pleaſures of a 
ſingle Life, and eaſe yourſelf of that wretched formal 
Aulterity which commonly attends a married one. 
| Mrs. 600305741. 

Who would not hate to be one of thoſe ſimpering 
Saints that enter into Marriage as they would go imo a 
Nunnery, where they keep very {tri to their Devotion for 
awhile, but at laſt turn as errant Sinners as ever they were. 

TRUMAN. 
Marriages indeed ſhould be repair'd to as commonly 


Nunneries are for handſome Retreats and Conveniences, 
not 
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not for Priſons, where thoſe that cannot live without 'em 
may be ſafe, yet ſometimes venture too abroad a little, 
Mr. GOODYFILE, 

But never, Sir, without a Lady Abbeſs, or a Caſs 

feſſor at leaſt. 
| TRUMAN. 

Might I, Madam, have the Honour to be your Con- 
feſſor, I ſhould be very indulgent and laviſh of Abſolu- 
tion to ſo pretty a Sinner. 

M... G00 DIL E. 
See, Mr. Goodvile and Madam Camilla J believe are 
at Shrift already. 
TRUMAN. 
And poor Ned Valentine looks as penſively as if all the 
Sins of the Company were his own. 
Mrs. GOODFYTILE, 
See, Mr. Caper, your Miſtreſs. 
-.CAPER. 

Ha, Camilla ! Sir your Servant, may I have the Ho- 

nour to lead this Lady a Coranto ? 
GOODPYVTILE. | 

No, Sir, Death! ſurely I have Fools that reſt and 
harbour in my Houſe, and they are a worſe plague than 
Bugs and Moths : Shall I never be quiet? 

VALENTINE. 
Sir Noble, Sir Noble, have a care of your Miſtreſs! do 
you ſee there ? 


CL MSE 7. 
Hum —ha— where ? oh— [Wakes and riſti. 
SAUNTER, 
Nay, faith Madam, Harry Caper's as pretty a Fellow ! 
"Tis the wittieſt Rogue: He and J laugh at all the Town. 


Harry, I ſhall marry her. 


CLUMSEY. 
Marry, Sir! whom will you marry Sir? you lie. Sweet 


Heart come along with me, I'll marry thee myſelf pre- 
ſently. .- 


{1 
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VICTORIA. 


You, Sir Noble what d'ye mean! [She ſqueaks. 
CLUMSEY. | 
Mean ! honourably, honourably, I mean honour- 
ably. Theſe are Rogues, my Dear, errant Rogues. Come 
along Ex. Sir Nob. and Vict. 
C4 PER. 
Ha, Sa unter. 
SAUNTER, 
Ay Caper, ha! Let us follow this drunken Knight. 
CAPER. 
I'faith, and fo I will I don't value him this ! 
[Cuts. [Ex. Cap. and Saunt, 
Lady S2UEAMISH. 
Ha, ha, ha! Well, I'll ſwear my Couſin Sir Noble is 
a ſtrange pleaſant Creature; Dear Madam, let us follow 


and ſee the Sport. Mr. Truman, will you walk ? O dear 
"tis violent hot. [ Excunt. 


VALENTINE. 
I'll withdraw too, and at ſome Diſtance obſerve how 
Matters are carry'd between Goodwi/e and Camilla. [Ex, 
GOODPMYILE, 
Are you then, Madam, reſolv'd to ruin me? Why 
ſhould all thatStock of Beauty be thrown away on one that 


can never be able to deſerve the Gleanings of it? I love 
you 


CAMILL 4. 
And all the Sex beſides. That ever any Man ſhould 


take ſuch Pains to forſwear himſelf to no purpoſe ! 


GOODFMYILE, 

Nay, then there's Hopes yet ; if you pretend to doubt 
the Truth of my Love, 'tis a Sign you have ſome In- 
clinations at leaſt that are my Friends, 

CAMILLA. 

This Goodvile I ſee is one of thoſe ſpruce poliſh'd Fools 
who have ſo good an Opinion of themſelves, that they 
think no Woman can reſiſt em, nor Man of better 

Senſe 
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Senſe deſpiſe em. I' ſeem at preſent to comply, and 


try how far t will paſs upon him. LA Aide. 
60 0 DLE. 
Well, Madam, have you conſider'd on't ? Will the 
SORE in your Heart give way? 
l CAMILLA. 
No, Sir, tis full as firm and hard as ever it was. 
60 O DVILE. 
And I may then go hang or drown, or do what I will 


with myſelf? ha! 
 _CA4MILL MA. 

At your own Diſcretion, Sir, tho“ I ſhould be loth to 
ſee ſa proper a handſome Gentleman come to an ill End. 
60 ODVILE. 

Good charitable Creature ! But, Madam, know I can 
be reveng'd on you for this ; and my Revenge ſhall be to 
love yau ſtijl; gloat on and loll after you where-e'er I 


ſee you; in all public Meetings haunt and vex you; 


write lamentable Sonnets on you, and fo plain, that every 
Fop that fings em ſhall know 'tis you 1 mean. 
CAMILL A. 

So Sir, this is ſomething : Cou'd not you as well have 
told me you had been very ill- natur'd at firſt? you did 
not know how far it might have wrought upon me ; 
beſides, cis a thouſand times better than vowing and 
bowing, and making a deal of Love and Noile, and all 
to as little Purpoſe as any thing you ſay elle, 

600 DVILE. 

Right exquiſite Tyrant! I'll ſet a Watch and Guard 
ſo ſtrict upon you, you ſhall not entertain a well-dreſs'd 
Fool in private, but Fil know it; then in a leud Lampoon 
publiſh it to the Town; till you ſhall repent and curſe 
the Hour you ever ſaw me. | 

CAMILLA, 
Ah would I could, ill-natur'd cruel Man! 
600 DVILE. 

Ha, how's that? am J then miſlaken? and have I 
wrong d you all this while ? I aſk ten thouſand — 
Cur 
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curſt damn'd Sot that I was! I have ruin'd myfelf now . 


for ever. 5 
CAMILL A. 


Well Sir, ſhould I now forgive you all, could you con- 
ſent to wrong your Lady fo far? you have not yet been 
married a full Year : How mult I then ſuſpect your Love 
to me, that can ſo ſoon forget your Faith to her? 

GOODMYILE. 

Oh Madam, what do you do ? The Name of a Wife to 
a Man in love is worſe than cold Water ia a Fever: Tis 
enough to ſtrike the Diſtemper to my Heart and kill me 
quite: My Lady, quoth-a ! 

CAMILLA. 

Beſides, Valentine you know is your Friend. 

 GOODPYILE, 

I grant it, he is ſo; a Friend is a Thing I love to eat 
and drink and laugh withal: Nay more, I would on a 
good Occaſion loſe my Life for my Friend, but not my 
Pleaſure. Say when and where it ſhall be? 

CAMILLA. 

Never, I dare not. 

GOODPYILE. 
You muſt by and by when 'tis a little darker, in the 
left-hand Walk in the loweſt Garden. 
CAMILL A. 
I won't promiſe you, can't you trait my good Nature? 
600 DV ILE. 

Charming Creature I do: Now if I can but make up 

the Match between Truman and Victoria, my Hopes are 


compleated, 
CAMILL A. 

Haſte ! haſte ! away Sir, I fee Valentine coming. 

[ Ex. Good. 

Enter VALENTINE, | 
VALENTINE. 

Madam, you are extremely merry ; I am glad Mr, 
Coadvile has left you in ſo good a Humour. | 2 
64 


68 FRIENDSHIP in Fasnion. 
CAMILL 4. 


Ay Sir, and what may pleaſe you more, he is parted 
hence in as good a Humour as he has left me here. 


Enter Lady SQUEAMISH, BRIDGET at the Door. 


Lady S AU EA MIS H. 
Valentine and Camilla alone together! Now for an 
Connery to be reveng'd ! ah, how I love Malice! 
VALENTINE. 
Ungratefulleſt of Women ! 
CAMILL A. 

Fooliſheſt of Men! Can you be ſo very filly to be jea- 
lous ? for I find you are ſo : What have yqu ever obſerv'd 
ſince firſt your Knowledge of me that might perſuade 
you I ſhould eyer grow fond of a Man, as notoriouſly 
falſe to all Women, as you are unworthy of me ? 


Lady SOUE AMISH. 

Has Valentine been falſe to her too? Nay, then there 
is ſome Pleaſure left yet, to think I am not the only 
Woman that has ſuffer'd by his Baſeneſs. [ 4fdt, 

VALENTINE. | 

What then, I'll warrant you were alone together half 
an Hour only for a little harmleſs Rallery or ſo? an 
Honour I could never obtain without hard Suit and hum- 
ble Supplication. 

| | CAMILLA. 

Alas, how very politic you are grown ! you would 
pretend Diſpleaſure to try your Power. No—l ſhall 
henceforth think you never had a good Opinion of me 
but that your Love was at firſt as ill . as your 
fantaſtical Jealouſy is now. 

VALENTINE. 

What ſpecious Pretence can you urge? (I know 2 
Woman can never be without one ;) come, I am eaſy 
and good-natur'd, willing to believe and be deceiv*d— 
What, nota Word ! 
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CAMIL LI. 

Thoꝰ' I can hardly deſcend to ſatisfy your Diſtruſt, for 
which I hardly value you, and almoſt hate you; yet to tor- 
ment you farther, know I did diſcourſe with him and of 
Love too ; nay more, granted him an Appointment, but 
one I never meant to keep, and promiſed it only to get 
rid of him. This is more than I am oblig'd to tell-you, 
but that I wanted ſuch an Opportunity as this to check 
your Pretences, -which I found too unruly to be kept at 
a diſtance. | 

FALENTINE, 

Tho' I had ſome Reaſon to be in doubt, yet this true 
Reſentment and juſt Proceeding has copvinc'd me: For 
Goodvile is a Man J have little Reaſon to truſt, as will 
appear hereafter, and *twas my Knowledge of his Baſe- 
neſs made me run into ſo mean a Diſtruſt of you: But 
forgive me this, and when I fail again diſcard me for ever. 

CAMILLA 

Yes: but the next time I ſhall happen to diſcourſe with - 
a Gentleman in private, I ſhall have you liſtening at the 
Door, or Eves-dropping under the Window. What, diſ- 
truſt your Friend, the honourable worthy Mr. Goodwill ! 
Fie, how can you be ſo ungenerous ? 

VALENTINE. 

There is not ſuch another Hypocrite in the World : 
He never made love but to delude, nor Friendſhip but 
for his Ends: — Even his own Kinſwoman and Charge, 
Victoria, he has long ſince corrupted, and now would put 
her on his beſt Friend Truman for a Wife. 

CAMILL AA. | 

J cannot but laugh to think how eaſily he ſwallow'd the 
Cheat: He could not be more tranſported at Poſſeſſion, 
than he was with ExpeQation ; and he went away in a 
greater Triumph than if he had conquer'd the Indies. 

VALENTINE, 
Where did you promiſe him ? 
.. CAMILL A. 
In the left-hand Walk in the lower Garden. 


Lady 
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Lal SQUEAMISH. 
So, in the left-hand Walk in the lower Garden: I 


heard that. [ Afere. 1 
But Mr. Valentine, you may chance to meet another 
there: Let me die, this is pleaſant. 
' VALENTINE, . a 
And when ? | 
| CAMILL 4. 
bs Anon, when it begins to grow dark. 
[| Lady SQUE AMISH. 
Enough, I know the Time and Place; and Madam 
Camilla, I ſhall make bold to cheat you of your Lover a 
to-night. Alas, poor inconſiderable Creature, how this 
makes me loath her ! DLAliae. 
CAMILE A. let 


Now would this News. be more welcome to her Lady- 
ſhip Madam Sgutam j, chan a new Faſhion, a new Dance, 
or new Song. How many Vifits would ſhe make on | 
the Occaſion ! not.a Family in Town would be at reſt ap 


for ber til ſhe bad made it a Jeſt, from tbe Mother of fi f 
the Maids, to the Attorney's Wiſe in. Holborv. N 
6 | VALENTINE. 

But for ſome private Reaſons I would bave it kept from il , * 
her, and from Madam Geodwi/e too. There are Affairs to as 
be carry'd on to-night, which the leaſt Accident may 
interrupt. Beſides, I have thought apon't, and will 

ſo contrive the Matter, that Goodwile ſhall keep his Aſſig- 
nation, and her Lady ſhip herſelf ſupply.the. Place of the ( 
much- expected charming Camilla. | neſs 
CAMILLE. the 
But would you, Sir, do me ſuch an Injury as to make Val 


me break my Word with Mr. Geodgwile? that wete inhuman, 


VALENTINE. Ih 
Good conſcionable Creature, have Patience, and don't 
you thiak of paying Debts too ſaſt; there's an Account N 


yet between you and I which-muſt be made even, and 1 hold 
think I had belt lecure it now I have you in my Cuſtody, 
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- CAMILLY. | 

Ay, but Sir, if I part irh any thing, 1 mall expect to 
have ſomething to ſhew for't. 

VALENTINE. | 

Nay, if I don't offer as luſty Security and Conditions as 
any Man, let me loſe all I lay claim to, that's fair. [ Zæeunt. 

Lay S AU EAM ISH. 

80, are they gone? Now let me but live if this In- 
trigue be not extremely ſurprizing. Bridget, go home, 
and fetch me the Morning - Gown I had laſt made in 
imitation of Camilla's, for perhaps I ſhall go a maſquera 
ding to-night, or it may be not, but fetch it nevertheleſs. 

BRIDGET. 

Madam, won't the other ſerve ? you may rememberyou 

left it at my Lady Faves other Night; that's nearer, 
Lay S AU EAM IS f. . 

Impertinent Creature! and wontdſt thou have me 
appear in it twice ? Do as I'bid'you, I fay ; and d'ye 
hear, bring me a Maſk with an Amber Bead, for 1 fear 
I may have Fits to- 


I never knew her without fantaftical ones, I am fore, 
for they colt me many a weary Errand. [Exits 


Emer ViCTORI1 A, 


Lacy SDUEAMISH. | 
Oh my dear Vicboria / the meſt wnlook'd-for Happi- 
neſs ! the pleaſant'ſt Accident ! the ſtrangeſt-Dafoovery ! 
the very thought of it were enough to cure Melancholy. 
Valentine'and Camilla, Camilla and Valentine, *. i, ha. 
VICTORTA - 
Dear Madam, what is't fo tranſports you? 
Lady S AU EA MIS E. 
Nay, 'tis too precious to be communicated : Hold me, 
hold me, or I ſhall die with Laughter—ha, ha. ha. 
Camilla 
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Camilla and Valentine, Valentine and Camilla —ha, ha, F 
| ha O dear, my Heart's broke. th 
| VICTORIA. 


Good Madam, refrain your Mirth a little, and let me 
know the Story, that I may have a Share in it. 
| Lady SLUEAMISH. 
| An Aſſignation ! an Aſſignation to-night in the lower 
| Garden ;——by ftrong good Fortune I overheard it all 
| juſt now——but to think on the pleaſant Conſequence 
that will happen, drives me into an Exceſs of Joy be- 
yond all Sufferance. 
| VICTORIA. | 
j Madam, in all Probability the pleaſanteſt Conſequence 
N is like to be theirs, if any body's; and I cannot gueſs 
y how it ſhould touch your Ladyſhip in the leaſt. 
ö Lady 8 QU EAMIS H. 
li O Lord, how can you be ſo dull? Why at the very 
ik Hour and Place appointed will I meet Valentins in 
0 Camilla's ſtead, before ſhe can be there herſelf ; then 
when ſhe comes expoſe her Infamy to all the World, 
till I have thoroughly reveng'd myſelf for all the baſe 
Injuries her Lover has done me. 


VICTORIA. We 
But Madam, can you endure to be ſo malicious ? then 
Lady S AU EAMIS H. vile, 

That, that's the dear leaſure of the Thing; for J | 
vow I'd ſooner die ten thouſand Deaths, if I thought We 
I ſhould hazard the leaſt Temptation to the Prejudice of ſom v 
my Honour, thoug| 
VICTORIA. Hour 


But why ſhould your Ladyſhip run into the Mouth of II Kno. 
Danger ? Who knows what ſcurvy lurking Devil may Adieus 
ſtand in readineſs, and ſeize your Virtue before you are N U fa) 


aware of him ? 5 Well! 
Lady S2UEAMISH. tber to 


Temptation! N o, I'd have you know I ſcorn Temp- 
tation: I durſt truſt myſelf in a Convent amongſt a Ken- 
nel of cramm'd Friers : Beſides, that ungrateful ill-bred FI y 

0L, 
3 Fellow 
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than foul weather on a May-day, or ill ſmell in a Morning. 
VICTORIA. | 
Nay, now, Madam,, you are too violent. 
Lacy S2UE AMISH. 

Too violent ! I would not keep a Waiting-woman that 
ſhould commend any one thing about him: Dear Victoria, 
| urge nothing in his Bzhalf ; for if you do, you loſe my 
> Friendſhip for ever: Tho' I ſwear he was a fine Perſon 
- 


once, before ra was ſpoil' 0. 
VICTOR. 1 
Iam n your er- had che beſt Share in his Spoil-- 
" ing then. Ln 
G Lady $PUE AMISH. 


No, were I inclined to entertain Addreſſes, I aſſure 

you I need not want for Servants; for I ſwear I am fo 

ry perplex'd with Billat- Deux every Day, I know not which 
W way io turn myſelf: Befides, there's no Fidelity, no Ho- 


1 
en nour in Mankind. Oh, dear Vidv-ia { whatever you do, 
1d, never let Love come near your Heart: Tho really I think 
aſe true Love is the greateſt Pleaſure in the wm | 


: LFICIORTSA; * f 

Would I had never known Love; my Gn had not 
then lain at the mercy of ſo ungrateful a Wretch as Go 
vile, who now has certainly abandon'd and forgotten me. 
or I * Leg S 2 UE AMISH. | 
1g ht Well, certainly I am the wmoſt unſteddy, refileſs, hamonr- | 
e of WW ſum Woman breathing: Now I am ſo tranſported at the 
thoughts of what I have defign'd, that J long till the 

Hour comes, with more impatience than—— l'll ſwear 

h of WW 1 know not what to fay—— Dear Victoria, ten thouſand 
may Adieus Wiſh me good Succeſs Vet now I think onꝰt 
a are III ay a little longer — L'Il ſwear I myſt not neither. 
Well ! I'll go—No, I'll ſtay — Well, I'm reſolved nei- 

| ther to ſtand ſlill— ſit til) ——nor lie fill = nor have 
emp- ¶ one thought at reſt——till the Buſineſs be over I' 
Ken, wear I'm a ſtrange 8 [Exit L. Squeamiſn. 


- bred 770. 
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Fellow Valentine is my mortal Averſion, more odious tome 
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VICTORIA. 
Farewell Whirligig. 


Eater Goo p vir z. 


GOOD7VILE, 

V;&eria here | To meet with an old Miſtreſs when a 
Man is in purſuit of a freſh one, is a worſe Omen than a 
Hare in a Journey. L'll ſtep aſide this Way till ſhe's paſt 
me; ſo farewell Fubb. [ Mates Mouths. Ex. Vict. Now for 
the lovely kind yielding Camilla /  Hew I long for the 
happy Hour! Swelling burning Breaſts, dying Eyes, bal- 
my Lips, trembling Joints, Millions of Kiſſes, and un- 

ſpeakable Joys wait for me. 


Enter TxnUMAN and VALENTINE. 


Well, Gentlemen, now yon have left the Ladies, I hope 
there may be room near your Hearts for a Bottle or two. 
TRUMAN. 

Dear Geodvile, thou art too powerful to be deny'd any 
thing. Tie a fine cool Evening, and/a ſwift Glaſs or 
two now were ſeaſonable and refreſhing, to waſh away 
the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. 

 FALENTINE. © 

Aſter a Man has been diſturb'd with the public Im- 
pertinences and Follies he meets withal abroad, he ought 

to recompenſe himſelf with a Friend and a Bottle in 


private at Ni 
= GOODPYILE, 


Spoken like Men that deſerve the Life you enjoy. 


I'll in before, and put all things in readineſs, 
[Ex. Good vile. 


 PALENTINE. 
This worthy -Perſon, for his Honeſty and Sobriety, 


would have made a very good Dutch Burgomaſter ; But 
he is as damnable an Exg/zh Friend and Gentleman, as 


one would wiſh to meet withal. 
T RU- 
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, TRUMAN. 
Yalentine, thou art too much concerned at him: Me- 
thinks \Camilla's Juſtice, and the pleaſant Cheat ſhe has 
t upon him, ſhould rather make thee deſpiſe and laugh 
Ed 2 8 
VALENTINE. 1 
Truman, thou indeed haſt Reaſon: And when I ſhall 
know the happy Succeſs of the Revenge thou haſt in ſtore- 
for bim, I may do myſelf and him that Juſtice as to ſcorn 
him, but am too angry yet. 
_ TRUMAN. 1 
Then to give thee Eaſe (for I dare truſt thee) know this 
very Night I alfo have an Aſſignation with his Wife ia 
the Grotto at the upper End of the Garden, the opp 
Walk to that where he expects to meet Camilla, __ 
RT 75 { 5 5 Yor 3 
Then I am at reſt; let's in. I have adi elſe to 
de but take care ſo to finiſh him, as chat you ſhall fear no 
Interruption ; At leaſt he will be ſo full of his ExpeQation | 
of Camilla, that he'll never dream in * Poſture his. 
own Affairs ſtand in another Places. - 
TRUMAN, © 
Away then ; and may good Luck attend us: Ere yet 
two Hours are paſt his Wife's my own. r 
ready in that ſecure dark private Grotto, 
Cloſe in my Arms, and languiſhing ſhe lies, 
With dying Looks, ſhort Breath, and wiſhing Eyes ; 
PO . [Excunt. 
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"ACT IV. SCE NE I. 
SCENE, ' Night Garden 


But) Sevi. at ine Door; Mrs. 1 and 


LITTICE having ber at eee. 


e GOODYILE. © 
JO, I think I came off in good Time: Hold, now for 


Camilla : by Jove, I think I am little better than . 
drunk. Hab! * there ? Victoria as Llire; yay, it it 
muſt be ſhe, as I faid before. The poor Giply* 5 jea- 


lous ; has had ſome Inimazion of my Appointment with 
Camilla: I'll. loot off, and obſerve which Way ſhe ſteers. 
Mrs. G00 DIL E. 


"Lettice, L fear that's Mr. Goodvile's Voice: W batever | 
you do, if an "croſs Accident Win be fore you call | 


me Yideria. * 


t 


GOODYTUE. 4+ +42, 5 . 8 70 


Ay, ay tis Victoria! vigilant Devil ! but ['ll take this 


Way, and wait at the lower End of the Walk.” 
Mrs. GOODVILE.- 12607 


Lettice, look well round you „ he fon us, 5d 


chen follow me. TS At Wen 
| 1 24277 F 21 . n 00. 0 4 
unten. | / 4 Eater Mau MN 2: 
TRUMAN. 


Thus far all is well. How ] pity poor Valentine ! 
yonder is be plying Bumpers, as they call em. more fu- 
riouſly than a foreign Miniſter; that comes into E:g/an4 
to drink for the Honour of.his Country, I have waited 
ſomething long tho* ; who comes here? 


Enter Lk TT 1 C8. 
Tis I, Sir, your Servant Lertice. 


3 
— 
9 
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TRUMAN: | 
My little go d nitur'd Agent is't you? Where's thy 
Lady ? She's too cruel to let a poor Lover languiſh here 
ſo long in Expectation: It looks as if. ſhe rather meant 
to make a Trial of wy erben than ay Love: 1 
ſhe coming? | ll A! 
LE 7 7 1 CE: 
Well, I ſwear. (as my Lady Squeami/> ſays) you are a 
ſtrange Creature. But I'll go and tell her; tho' I'll vo 
utterly diſowa baying any Hand ia the Babueſs; ; and if 
any ill comes of it, tis none of my Fault. 
TRUMAN. INF 
No, no, not in the leaſt. P;*ythee diſpatch. How 5 
* more Company! ! who comes there? oP 
| Enter VALENTINE. 7 
VALENTINE... 
'Tis I, Fack Truman; your Friend Valentine. 
TRUMAN. | 
My dear Encourager of Iniquity, What News ? 
Where's Goodvile? © | 
VALE NT INE, 
No matter for Go:dwilt ; 3 here comes your Miſtreſs. 


Enter Mrs. Goodviial VALENTINE retires. 
TRUMAN, 


Now, now, now ! what the Devil ails me? how I 
ſhall quake and tremble ?— Madam, dear Madam, 
where are you ? | 

Mrs. GO 0 2 VILE. 
Mr. Truman, is't your Voice? Lettice you may go 
if you will [ Ex. Lettice.] Well, Sir; Vil vow, ir, 
had it not been that I hate to break my Word, I would 


not have ventur'd abroad this cold damp Evening for a 
World. 


TRUMAN. 
Ill warrant you, Madam, while you are in mp Poſ- 
ſeſſion, 


- 'Þ* 
U. es. 


78 FRIIZNDSRBIT „ FASHION, 
ſelſion, no Cold {ball hurt you: Come, ſhall we with- 
draw to the Grotto ? k 
| Mrs. GOODPFYILE. | 
| Withdraw to the.Grotto ? bleſs me, Sir! what do you 
mean? I'll ſwear * make my Heart ache. 
| "TRUMAN. 
Oh Madam ! I have the beſt Cure for the Paſſion of | 
the Heart in the World, I have try'd it, Madam, tis 
 Prebatum : Come, come, let's retire Do, make a 
Diſturbance, and ruin yourſelf and me, do! 
Mrs, GOODPILE. | 

Nay, I'll ſwear, Sir, you are unſufferably rude : You 
had beſt make a Noiſe and alarm my Huſband, you had ; 
for, hang me, I ſhall cry out. 

TRUMAN. 

No, no, I'm ſure you won't complain before you are 
hurt; and I'll uſe yon ſo gently——bark !—— don't you 
here, there's fomebody coming | 

NV. GOODPFILE. 

Where, where, where ? If we are ſeen we are undone 

for ever. Well, I'll never give you ſuch an Advantage 


again. 


TRUMAN. 
I'm ſure you would not, if I ſhould let flip this, 
Come, come, Delays are dangerous, and I can endure 1 
em no longer. ine: 
Mr. GOODVILE. But 
Ah Lord, you kill me what will become of me hap) 
—k _ [ Carries ber 1. Scar 
VALENTINE. 


Nay, faith, Madam, your Condition is ſomething deſ- 
perate, that's certain. *Tis a pretty Employment I am 
like to have here ; but it is for the Sake of my Friend and 
my Revenge: And two dearer Arguments there cannot 


de to perſuade me to any Thing. 


Enter 


KB * 


fer 
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Enter MALAGENE at ein. Diftance. 
MALAGENE.' | 

So, Jack Truman and Madam Goodwile have order d 
Matters pretty well, I'll ſay that for my Kinſwoman, 
ſhe lays about her handſomely. But certainly 1 hear ano- 
ther Voice this Way: I'll withdraw once again, there 
may be more Sport yet. 

VALENTI N EF. 

That ſhould be Gaodwile : I'll Rep behind this Tree, 
and ſee how he and her Ladyſhip behave themſelves. 
This is like to be a Night of as civil 2 as I have 
known a great while. | 


Enter Goopvils. 


 GCOODPYILE.. 

Death and the Devil! how that puny Rogue Palin 
tine, has ſous'd me? if 1 mould have overſtay d the 
Time now, and miſs d of my Appointment with Camilla 
Truman is reel'd home, that's certain; and Valentine, I 
believe, has follow d him by this Time. Camilla, dear, 
lovely, kind, tender, melting Camilla, where art thou ? 


|. Enter Lady 6 
Lady S XU E AMIS H. 

That muſt be Valentinr; nay, I'm ſure it is he ! how 
ſneakingly will he look when he ſhall find his Miſtake ? 
But I'll take care, if poſſible, that no ſuch Thing ſhall 
happen; ſo mine be the Pleaſure, and Camula's the 
Scandal ; TI ruſh by bim thro' the Walk into the Wil- 
derneſs. er: croſs the Walk. 

0 OODPILE. 5 

That muſt be ſhe : how ſoftly ſhe flew along, as if ſhe 
fear'd to be too late, looſely attir'd, and fit for Joys? Now 
all the Power of Love and good Fortune direQ me. Exit. 


de EO EM 


| 
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7 ALE NT INE. 

80, thanks to our Stars, 'be's ſafe ; : tho' a Pox on't, 
methinks this dry Pimping is bat a {curvy Employment, 
Had 1 bat a Siſter or Kinſwoman' of his to keep doing 
witkal, there were ſome Comfort in t,———but here 
comes Truman and the B rn not be ſeen; 1 


Enter ae an and Mer. Goopvite:' 
TRUMAN. ol 

You ſhall not go: Come but back a little, I have 
ſomething more to tell you that nearly concerns us both : 
Beſides, Mr. Goodwrlle is in the Garden; and. if he ſhould 
chance to meet us, what Excuſe could we nike to him? 

M.. 600 DVILE. | 

But will you promiſe me YVi#cria ſhall never rob me 
of your Heart? She does not 1 N i, I am n ſure, half 
ſo well as J. 

EKird tender beta esube, 1 know it; Nor (hal 
the e ever come ſo near it, as to know that I have one 
Alas! we talk too long. [No#/e];1 hear Com- 
pany coming, we ſhall , 2 6 4 N and 
then I am undone. #73 1 = 

M-. GOOD y 1 L E. 

I'll ſwear you make me tremble every Joint of me: 

What would you have me do;  - 
TRUMAN. 

. "TA who are yonder? 

[Exeunt Truman and 4 Mrs Goodvile. 


Enter Goopviis and Lady SQUEAMISH. | 


GOODPI1LE. 

What a Feaſt of Delight have I had! ſurely ſhe was born 
only to make me happy ! her natural and unexperienc'd 
Tenderneſs exceeded practis'd Charms: Dear, bleſt, 
| lovely Camilla, oh! my Joys. | 
Lady S _ EAMIS a. 

Ha. ha, ha ! 


GOOD- 
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GOODMYILE.. . 
How's this? my Lady Squeamifo pen and the 
. Devil. 
g Lay $9UB AMISH, 140 
5 Truly, ſweet Mr. Valentine, the 2 ow, Sir, I 
g hope Uh gad Mr. Goodvile ! 0 
5 — [They fare at each other 
GOODYILE. © 


Have I been mumbling an old Kite all this while in- 
ſtead of my young Partridge ? a pox of =y, e 
Palate, that could diſtinguiſh no better. 

n Lady S2QUB AMISH. f 

Lord, Mr. Googvile, what ails you! This was an 
unexpected Adventure; but let me die, it is very pleaſant, 


ha, ha, ha! 
GOODPMYILE. 
A pox on the Pleaſures, and you too, I ſay. 
Tah S AUE AMIS H. | 
This malicious Devil Camilla has over-reach'd.me : 
Well, Mr. Goodvile, you are the worthieſt Perſon ; 
had I an only Daughter, I durſt truſt her with 
you, you are fo very civil ——— Well, ne! is the 
greateſt Happineſs in the World. : _ 
GOODVYILE. 
Right, Madam, it is ſo, and you know we have peen 
very innocent; done no harm in the World, not we. 
Lady S AUE AMISH. 
le The cenſorious World, if they knew of this Accident, 
; I know would be apt enough to ſ peak re proachfully; but 
ſo long as I myſelf am jatisfied in the Integrity of my 
Honour, the World is a Thing I defy and ſcorn. 


, GOODMYILE. 1 | 
” Ve philoſophically ſpoken : — But, Madam, ſo 
ror long as the World is to be a Stranger to our Happinefs, 

) , 


why ſhould we deny ourſelves the ſecond Pleaſure of 

Cong ratulation ? 

| Lady S UE AMISH. | 

0 D- Alas, alas, Mr. Goodwile, you cannot ſay that you 
| D 5 bave 
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truſting Men again 


bave had the leaſt Advantage over my Frailty : Well 
what might have happen'd, if the ſtrict Severity of both 


| our Virtues, had not ſecur'd us ? 


GOODPyYILE. 
This affected Impudence of her's, is beyond all the 


Impertinence I ever knew ber guilty of. Virtue with 
a Pox II think I have Reaſon to know her pretty well, 
and the Devil of any Virtue found I about her. 


Lady SLUEAMISH. 
But, dear Sir, let us talk no more of it: Tho' I am 


extremely miſtaken if I ſaw not Mr. Ya/entine enter the 


Garden before me, and am as much miſtaken if a Lady 


was not with him too. 
GOODPMYILE. 
Hell and Confuſion ! that muſt be Victoria: I thought 
indeed I ſaw her, but being hot-headed, and apprehend- 


ing ſhe came with a malicious Defign of diſcovering me, 


avoided r to me with Yalentine ? 
ay S2UEAMISH. 

F'il ſwear, 11 Cod vile, I have long ſuſpected an In. 
trigue between you and Madam Vi Joria, and this Jealouſy 
has confirmed me; and 1 would not for all the World 
but have known it. Ha, ha, ba! 

GOODMYILE. 

Death, Madam ! this is beyond all Sufferance — —diſ- 
appointed, and jilted by Camilla ! abuſed by Fiferia! 
and with Valentine too, Truman's Friend, who | thought 
ſhould have marry'd ber! —— Shame and Iaſamy light 
upon the whole Sex; may the beſt of em be ever ſul- 
pected, and the moſt cautious always betray'd. 

Lay S2UEAMISH. 

Dear Mr. Goodvile, be patient: Let me die, you are 
enough to frighten our whole Sex from ever loving or 
Lord, I would not be poor 
Madam Victoria to gain an Empire. I'll ſwear if you 
are not more moderate, you'll diſcompoſe me ſtrangely : 
How my Heart beats! 

G OOD- 


and 


GOODPMYILE. 
Patience! preach it to a galled Lion: No, I am 
ſure ſhe is not far off, and I will find her; ſurprize her 
in the mid of her Inſamy and 65 Sen, 
Madam, let me go. | 
| Lady $2UEAMISE. 
I will not part with you, you ill-natur'd Creature; 
you ſhall not go——l vow, Pll cry a Rape if you offer 
to ſtir Oh my Heart, here's Malagene. 


Enter MALAGENE finging, Frank, Frank, Frank, &c. 
MAL AGENE. 

Why how now, Frank, what a Pox out of Humour? 
Why Madam, what have you done to him ? what have 
you done to him, Madam? Lord how he look 
Why Frank, | ſay, pr'ythee bear op. 

a 600 D0757 ILE. | 

Hark you, Dog, Fool, Coxcomb, hold that imper- 
tinent impudent Tongue of yours, or I'll cut it out 3 
'Sdeath, you Buffoon, I will. 


In- MAL AGENS. 

uſy No, but hark you dear Heart, good Words, good Words 

rid do you hear, or I ſhall publiſh ; by my Soul, Joy, I ſhall. 
| GOODFYIEE. 

How am Icontinually plagu'd with Rogues and Owls ! 
diſ- Tu fet my Houſe o'fire, rather than have it haunted and 
ia! pelter'd by ſuch Vermin. 
1ght  MALAGENE. 
ight Faith Frank do: I have not ſeen a Houſe © 'fire this 


ſuſ great while; it would be a pretty Frolic, pr'ythee 10 us 
about it preſently. 
Tah 8 QUE AMIS E. 

Dear Mr. Good vile, you ſhall be perfuaded ; Don's 

run yourſelf into Danger thus raſhly. 
GOODPYVILE. 

Do you hear then, Monſieur Pimponio ; as you ex- 
pect to live a quiet Hour, run in andcall for ſome. Lights, 
and return with em inſtantly, + 
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MALAGENE, 
Sly no more dear Heart, I'Il do't ; if Miſchief comes 
not of this, the Devil's in't. - but, dear Frank, ftay till I 
come again, I'll be back in a trice ; take tiother turn 
with her Ladyſhip 1 into the Wilkeraehs or any Thing. 
[Ex. Malagene, 
Lady SRUBAMISH, 85 
Let me not live, this Mr. Malagene is a very obli- 
1 Perſon, and methinks Mr. Goodvile you aſe him 
too ſeverely. ww 
GOODPYIL z. 
I wiſh; Madam, he may deſerve that Character of you: 
He is one of thoſe Worldlings you were ſpeaking ol, that 
are apt to talk reproachfully; and I believe knows all 
that has paſſed between us to-night, for he has a ſhrewd 
diſcerning Jadgment i m theſe Matters, 
I $SQUEAMISH. 
Lord, Mr. Geodwile, what can he fay of me ? I defy 


even Envy itſelf to do me or my Honour any Prejudice: 


— r | 
- 4,64 I, pe 


* MUG oy we ares res 
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Tho' I wiſh I had let this Frolic alone to- night. 


'GOODFMFILE. N 
Frolic with a Px If theſe be her Frolics, 


what the Devil is ſhe when ſhe'is in earneſt? O he returns 
with the Lights ?-— Look who are theſe ; ar Heaven 
the lame. . 


Enter TRUMAN and Mrs. GoopviLE. 
TRUMAN. 
Gently, gently, Madam, for fear of an 1 
I wonder I hear nothing from Ned Valentine ſince. 
Mr.. GOODYFILE. 
See, ſee, Sir, here's Mr. Guodwile : Hallo, haſte down 
the other Walk, or we are ruin'd. 
TRUMAN. 
Fear not, truſt all to my. Conduct, F 0:21'4 oy 


[ 4: Mrs. Goodvile is going, away, : Goodvile catches 
bold , ber nee claps on ber Maſque. 
G-O O D- 
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| -GOODFYILE. | 


Stay, Madam Victoria: nay you may ſtay, tis in vain 
to fly, I have diſcovered all your Falſhood, I have : Was 


mine a Paſſion to be thus abuſed ? I who have given you 


all my Heart ! perfidious falſe Woman !-——1s your Lover 
too aſhamed or afraid to ſhew himſelf? where is he ? why 


comes hs. bg ora 4 


Enter Tau x. 


S R UM AN. 
Here I am, " "ITE 
F415 0, D VILE. 
Ha, Truman! [N-. Goodvile 900 looſe 6k Be. 
©} TRUMAN... 
Ves, Sir, the ſame; ready both to acknowledge and 


juſtify my being here with Victoria, which I thought, Sir, 


might have been allowed without any Offence to Mr. 
Cocdvile. That ſhe is innocent as to any Thing on my part 
I am ready with my: Sword to make good; but Sir, 1 
wear it too to do my own Honour Juſtice, and to demand 


of you on what Grounds you appear ſo highly concern'd 


for a Woman you were pleaſed to commend to your 
Friend for a Wife? 


'GOODPMY/ILE. 

Cann Sir! have | not Reaſon to be concern'd for 
the Honour of my Family? for a Kinſwoman under my 
Charge to be abroad and alone with a Gentleman at this 
unſeaſonable Hour, might alarm a Man leſs . of his 
Reputation than I am. 

- TRUMAN. 
Sir, this Excuſe won't ſerve my Turn; nor am I ſo 


blind as not to be ſeofible (which I before ſuſpected) that 


Victoria has been long your Miſtreſs.—A pox. of the 
Honour of your Family? you had given her all your 


Heart, you ſaid; and your Paſſion was no: a. * to be 


thus abuſed : Nor, Sir, is my Honour. 
G 0 0 D- 
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GOODPMYILE. 

No, butdear Fact Truman, thou art my Friend. 
TRUMAN. | 
You would have made me believe ſo indeed; but the 
Daubing was too coarſe, and the artificial Face appear'd 
too plain —One would have thought, Sir, that you who 
keep a general Decoy here for Fools and Coxcombs, might 
have found one to have recompenſed a caft Miſtreſs withal, 
and not have endeavour'd the betraying the Honour of a 
Gentleman and your Friend. But Sir, I am glad I have 
heard it from your own Mouth: I hope it will not be 
eſteemed much Ill- nature in me, if worthy Mr. Malagene 

and I join Forces to publiſh a little, as he calls it. 

MALAGENE. 

Faith, Jaci Truman, with all my Heart; now I have 
him on my Side, I dare ſay any Thing——Zrazk Good. 


wile——pugh. 
6 00 DVL E. 0 


Sir, I ſhall require a better Account of this herenfior, 
Lady SDUEAMISH. 
Lord, Mr. Traman, what ails Mr. Goodwite ? how hap- 
pen'd this Difference ?—IN fwear I'm flrangely n.. 
TRUMAN. 

Your Ladyſhip I ſuppoſe, can beſt give an Account how 
Matters are with him : I am apt to believe he * been 
very free with you. 

La SQUE AMISH. 
Dear Sir, what do you mean ? I'll ſwear you are 2 


ſcandalous Perſon. 
GOODPYILE. 
Sir, ſince you are ſo rough, be pleaſed not to concern 
. yourſelf with the Honour of this Lady ; you may have 
enough to do, if you dare juſtify your own WARTS 
|  __TRUMAN. | F. 
If I dare —nay Sir, fince you queſtion it, I'll con- 
vince you preſently;==Draw, (They alt. 
| Enter 


Wi = Oo — & A — 


R 


neſs for Victoria, as my Kinſwoman; but— 
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Enter VALENTINE. 
VALENTINE. 


Hold, hold, what's the Matter here ?——Fack Tru- 
man, Frank Goodvile, for ſhame put up. 


Enter Mi. Goopv 1 L E. 


Mi. G00 DIL E. | 

Where is this perfidious falſe Man ? where is Mr. Grad. 
ville? So, Sir, I have found now the Original of 
all my Mis fortunes: I have a Rival it ſeems ; Victoria, 
the happy Victoria poſſeſſes all my Joys; What, have you 
been fighting too for the Honour of your Miſtreſs ?— 
here, come kill me: Would I had been laid in my Grave, 
ere I bad known thy odioys polluted Bed. 

GOODYVILE, 
'Sdeath, I thought ſhe had been in her Chamber this 

Hour at leaſt :>-"Tis true, my dear, I muſt own a Kind- 


M... GOODFYILE. 
How! dare you on it? and to my Face too? match- 
leſs Impudence ! let me come at him, that I may tear 
out thoſe hot, laſcivious glowing Eyes that wander after 
every Beauty in their Way ;-——O that I could blaſt 
him with a Look !-=— Was my Love ſo deſpicable, to 
be abandon'd for Victoria the Thought of it makes me 
mad: I'll endure it no longer, 1 will have Revenge, or 
I will die! Oh! 
TRUMAN. f 
Delicate Diſſimulation! how I love her ? Liu. 
6 00D ILE. 
Dear Madam, hear me ſpeak Madam, I ſay * — 
Mrs. GOODYFILE. | 
I know you cannot want an Excuſe ; Diſſimulation and 
Falſhood have been your PraQice :—But that you ſhould 
wrong me with Victoria, a Woman that for the Sake of your 
Relation I had made my Friend, (for every Thing that was 
ally'd 
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f ally d to you was dear to me) is an Injury ſo great, that 
it diſtracts my Reaſon ] could pardon any Thing 
but my wrong'd Love.——Let me be gone; ſend me to 
a N unnery ; confine me to a Charnel-Houſe, vile ungrate- 
ful Wretch! any Thing but thy Preſence I can endure. 


GOODMYVILE 
Is there every Way ſo damn'd a Creature as a Wife ?— 
Lord, Madam, do you know what you do ? 


Mrs. GOODPFYTLE, 
T'll warrant it, you would perſuade me I am mad: 
Would I had been born a Fool ! I might then have been 
happy; patiently have paſs'd over the many tedious 
Nights'I have endur'd in your Abſence ; contented myſelf 
with Prayers for your Safety - | 


MALAGENE. 
O Lord; Prayers | 
Mr. G00 D/ JI E. 
When you, in the very Inſtant, were languiſhing in 
the Arms of a Proftitate, 
GOODPFILE. 
Lord, Madam, 1 thought y ou had been in your Cham- 
ber now. ———Curſe on her, what ſhall J do ! 
MM.. G00 DIL E. 

"Tis a ſign you believ'd me ſafe enough; you would 
not certainly elſe have the Impudence to have brought a 
new Miſtreſs under my Noſe; l ſee there how guilty 
ſhe ſtands—— have you a Stomach fo hot that it can di- 
geft Carrion, that has been buzz'd about and blown upon 
by all the Plies in the Town? or was it the Fantaſtical- 
neſs of your Appetite, to try how-ſo coarſe a Diſh would 
-relith, after being cloyed with better Feeding ?—Nay, 
Sir, 1 have been inform'd of all 

"IV AEENTINE.. 

Has then your virtuous Lady ſnip been taking a little 
, Love and Air with Mr. Goodvile this Evening? 

- {To Lac Squeamihh. 
G O O- 


A w 


with the Hilt of it. 


FARIN DS HI h FASHION. 89 
GOODYILE. 

Well, ſhe has dealt with the Devil, that's certain z— 

a Pox on't, T fee there's no living for me on this Side of 

the World: — Go, let the Codch be made * 3 _ 


into the Country. | 
| Mrs. GOODPYILE. 


Nay, Sir, I know my Preſence has always been uneaſy 


to you: Day and Night you are from me, or if ever you 


come home, tis with an aking Head and heavy Heart, 
which Victoria only has Charms enough to cure. This in 
the firſt Year of our Marriage! nay, and to own it, pro- 


claim your own Falſhood, and my diſgraceful Injury, in 


the Face of the World, when Malagene too, the Trumpet 
of all the Scandal in Town, was by to be a Witneſs ; *twas 
very a done, and doubtleſs would be aSecret long, 


GOODYVILE. 


Whirr,—nay ſince it is ſo, what the Devil ſhould I 
ſtrive to ſmother my good Aftions—Well, if you will 
have it ſo, Madam Victoria has been my Miſtreſs, is my 


Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Miſtreſs, and What a Pox would 
you have more ? and ſo good bye to vou. 


Enter Sir NozLs' Cluny, Crx, and SAUNTER, 


CLUMSEY. | | 
How's this ! who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably of my 
Love, and Lady that ſhall be, Victoria Before George 
ſhe's a Queen, and whoever ſays to the contrary, Pl firſt 
make him eat my Sword, and then beat out his on 


CAP E R. 
Oh! dear Madam, vonder“ s all the Town in Maſgue- 


rade; won't you walk in? they'll be gone if they ſee no 


Company; Fact Truman, dear Fack, pr'ythee go and 


take one Friſk ; —as I hope to be "= x there are three 


or four of the fineſt Ladies, the delicateſt ſhaped Women 8 
I am ſure I know em all | 
T RU. 


—— ———— —— OOO — 


'\ 


go FRIENDSHIP i N,. 
TRUMAN. 


Sir, I wiſh you good Fortune, but I dare not venture, 
you know my Temper ; 1 ſhall be very boiſterous, and 


miſtake em for Whores, tho' if they be of your Acquain- 


tance, I know they muſt be of G_ D 
I gad, and ſo they are; but Mom for that; One any 
of 'em is ſhe that gave me this Ring; and the other pre. 
ſented me with a gold enamell'd Watch could not caſt N 
leſs than thirty Guineas ;z——Trifles Jaci, which I have it tc 
the Fortune to meet withal ſometimes. 
SAUNTER, 806 


Nay, Sir, you muſt not come off ſo— Victeria your Hea 
Miſtreſs! 


Gd De 
Ves, Sir, and how are you concern'd at it ? See, 
SAUNTER. prea 


| Nay s: r, 1 can be as civil as any r hallo 
your Miſtreſs! ! 


GOODYILE. By 
. *Sdeath, you Coxcomb, mind your finging, do you (yea; 
NE CNT Op—— Oh! 
. 

Sing Sir, ſo 1 can, Fa, la, la, la, &c. 4 ira your 
Miſtreſa l ; F Cu 
| GOODYILE. © Cape 
Teo'Srr, I fay my Miſtreſs. N She's 
"3 CLUMSPY. ft ſhe'll 
Ons, then draw. . | 
FALENTINE. ae Fai 
Hold Sir Noble, you are too furious; what's the matter? ¶ marry 
CAPER. | | moſt « 


Why how now Sauntsr ? How doſt do dear Bae Goody 
Sir, this Gentleman's my Friend, and 


60 O DVILE. De; 
Was ever Man ſo overwhelm'd with Fools and Block- 
' heads? Why you ill-order'd, addle-pated, wadling Brace My 


of 


Fail nnDSHIP in FASHION. 91 
of Puppies :>—You Fool in the firſt place ſing and be 
ſafe — und you light Graſs hopper, dance and avert me: t 
Dante Sirrah, do you hear? 


 CAPER. 
Dance Sir, and ſo I think I can, Sir, and fence, and play 


any Thing better than you Sir, Dance quoth a—there, Sir, 
Mrs. GOODFTLE, 


it to my Face. Told. me 
CLUMSEY. 
Soul of my Honour, tis unpardonable z and Þll eat his 
Heart for't, 
GOODPYILE. 
Dear Raw-head and Bloody-bones, be patient a nul 


See, ſee, you Beagles, Game for you, freſh Game ; that 

preat Towſer has ſtarted it already ? on, on, on, halloo, 

halloo, halloo. ' [Thrafis'em at bis Wife, and Exit. 
Lady SOUEAMISH. © 

But dear Mr. Caper, Maſqueraders did you ſay! Fll 

ſwear I'll among em; ſhall I not have your Company? 

Oh ! dear re III vow I can ſtay no longer. 


[Exit haſtily. 
VALENTINE. -_. 

Curſe on her, ſhe's gone, and has prevented me 
Caper, Saunter, did you not hear my Lady call you? 
She's gone to the Maſqueraders, for ſhame fallow her; 
ſhe'll take it ill you did not wait on her, 

SAUNTER. 

Faith Caper and fo ſhe will. Well, I am reſolv'd to 
marry Victoria for fear of the worſt ; Madam, your 
moſt devoted Servant : I hope our Difference with Mr. 
Goodvite to night > bs 

Mrs, GOODFYFILE, 

Dear Sir, it needs no Excuſe. 

CAPER. 


My Reſentment, Madam 


TRU.- 


at Tennis, and make love, and fold up a Billet-Doux, or 


Nay Sir Noble, not only ſo, but own'd and boaſted of 
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TRUMAN: 

You are too ceremonious, Geatlemen, and my Lady 
will fear ſhe has loſt you. 13 fle 
CIPER.. 

Dear Fact, as I told thee before, I muſt bring thee 
acquainted with thoſe Ladies. 

SAUNTER. 
P:*ythee put on a Maſque, and come among us, Jack 
Faich do. 
TRUMAN. 
Sirs, I'll wait on you in a Moment. 
BOTH, | 
[ Embracing him, 
Exeunt S: enging and Darcin, 
1 80 TRUMAN. 
| Fhieſe Coxcombs, Madam, came in a good Time; they 


Dear Soul, adieu. 


* were never ſeaſonable before. 


| Mrs, GOODPY1LE. 
D iſeaſes and Viſitations are neceſſary ſometimes to ſweey 
away the noiſome Crouds that infeſt and incumber the 


Wend. 


MALAGENE. 
As l have often ſaid I muſt publiſh, I muſt Read: ; 2nd 


ſo n b'ye to you. [ Exit, 


Enter L8TTILICE 
LETTICE. 
Oh! Madam, yonder's my Maſter raving for his Coach: 
Says he'll into the Country preſently : Has given Order 
to diſperſe the Company ; what will you do ? 
Mr. GOODPMYFILEE.. 
Let him go,'twere pity to hinder him: — Ha, ha, ha, into 


the Country? I'd as ſoon believe he would turn Capuchis. 


TRUMAN. | 
But, Madam, it was inhumanly done to come yourſelſ 


upon him: One would have thought that I had uſed hin 


bad enough for the wiſe Miſtake he made of Viforia. 
Mr, 


ck, 
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Mri. GOODFILE.' 

I would not have miſs'd it for the World. Now would 
he come on his Knees for Compoſition ; and if I nl not 
bring him to it within theſe four Hours 657 

TRUMAN. | F112. 36 

way; Madam, what will you do? bg V7 
Mr. 600 DIL. 1 

put on all the notorious Affectations and ridiculous 
Impertinences that ever the moſt eminent of our Sex 
have ſtudy'd, or the Coxcombs of your Sex admired ; 

then of a ſudden ſeem to grow fond of both thoſe-/ 
clincant Fools, which -I am ſure he of all Things loaths ; 
yet do it too ſo fore dly, that he himſelf ſhall find it only 

intended to give him Vexation. 

TRUMAN. © — 

Have you then maliciouſly defign'd, in ſpite of Nutore, 
to keep me conſtant ? y 

M. GOOD - I L E. 
Which you will be ſure to be.” | | a4 
A dozen new freſh young . Due and the 
Devil himſelf in the Rear of em, cannot make me other- 
wiſe; I never really lov'd or liv'd till now. There is 
nothing I'd not wiſh to be, except the very Husband bim- 
ſelf, rather than loſe you. | 32 Vs 


Enter VaienTINE and CAMILLA. / 
VALE N 71 N K. 
Tack Truman! ©. 5 At 1 
TRU M A 1. 
Well, Ned, what's the Matter? 
VALENTINE. 

Treaſon, Truman; your being here with Mrs. Gad vile 
fear is diſcover'd ; I heard ſome ſuch Thing whiſper'd 
among the Maſquetaders, and Goodvile himſelf ſeems 
ſuddenly alter'd ; | would adviſe you to come and new 
yourſelf, and make che delt on't. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. GOODPFILE. 


Let me alone; I'll ſecure all, Pll warrant you. Pa ſure 
he can have no poſitive Proofs : I'Il inſtantly go and put 


all Things in a Confuſion, contradict all the Orders be 

has given for going in the Country ; ſhut up myſelf in 

my Chamber, and not hear a Word of him till he come: 

upon Submiſſion; — Lettice, follow me to my Chamber 

preſently, [ Exit, 
TRUMAN. 

Right __— Woman and Wife, good Luck attend 
thee. [ Exit, 
LETTICE. 

Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knows her 
Buſineſs, and underſtands the managing of a Husband 
the beſt of any Woman in the World: I'll ſwear ſhe is an 
ingenious Perſon : Forty Ladies now, at ſuch an Accident, 
would have been hurry'd and afraid, and the poor Waiting 
Woman muſt have been ſent forward and backward, and 
backward and forward to hearken and enquire ; but ſhe 


ſhows all her Changes in a Motion. 
Eater Goo Dp vI LE. 
GOODPYILE. 
How now Lettice ? where's your Lady ? 
LETTICE. 
Within Sir, in her Chamber. 
GOODPMyYILE. 
Are you ſure of it ? 
LETTICE. 
She commanded me to follow her thither but now. 
GOODPFYILE. 
Is ſhe alone there ? 
LETTICE. 
Ay Sir, Dll aſſure you ſhe ſeldom defires men 
But I muſt haſten and follow her. 
GOODPMYILE. * 
Stay a little, are you ſure ſhe was in the Houſe, before 


this Diſturbance bappened in the Garden? 
| 5 L 7. 


FRIENDSHIT in FASHION gg 
LETTICE. 
* Sure Sir! why I myſelf was at the Chamber - Window 
it with her, when firſt ſhe heard you exclaim againſt Madam 
e Vidoria ! Poor Creature, I was afraid ſhe would have 
fallen down dead on the Floor: I catch'd her in my Arms, 
begg'd her on my Knees not to run out ; but ſhe would 
hear nothing, but in ſpite of Force broke from me, and 
came hither with all that Impatience and Rage, the too 
ſenſible Reſentment of your Unkindneſs had rais'd in her. 
 GOODFILE. 
Get you in preſently, do you hear; and take no Notice 
of what I have faid to you, as you tender your well-being, 
LETTICE, 
Yes Sir z—but if I conceal a Word of it, may I never 
ſerve a London Lady again, but be eondemu d to be 2 
CountryChamber-maid,and kill Fleas as long asl live. Ex. 
| GOODPFILE. 
If I ſhould have been in the wrong all this while, aud 
miſtaken my own dear Wife for YViforia /—Ah! Curſe 
on this hot Head of mine ! Pox on't, it is impoſſible! Yet 
that miſchievous Rogue Malagene was all the while in 
the Garden, and he has been at his Doubts and Ambi- 
guities, and may-be's with me ;—By this Light I am a 
Cuckold, an arrant rank ſtinking Cuckold. 


Enter VICTORIA. 


VICTORIA. 

What will become of me! whither ſhall I fly to hide my 
Misfortune? Oh! that I might never ſee the Light again, 
but be for ever conceal'd in theſe Shades. 


GOODFILE. 
— Dear Vidtoria, is't you? be free with me, were you 
really in the Garden before to-night, or no? 
VICTORIA. 
fore I have not been out of the Houſe fince it was dark 
FR till this Minute, nor had I come hither now, but that I 
4 - am 
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am deſtitute where to conceal myfelf from the malicioug 
Eyes and Tongues of thoſe to whom your Baſeneſs has 


given an Opportunity of e ove = —_— 
and ruin'd Honour, 
Be not ſo gegen | Pl reconcile al yet; 151 © M 
VICTORIA. r 

Which Way is't poſſible ? By to-morrow Morning you 
very Footmen will have it in their Mouths; and Malagene, 
that keeps an Office of Intelligence for all the Scandal in 
Town, will be ſpreading it among his Coffee-Houſe 
Companions, and at the Play whiſper it to the Orange 
Women, who ſhall make a fulſom Jeſt of it to the next 
Coxcomb that comes in half drunk, to loll and hk and 
be nauſeouſly lewd with 'em in public, * 


| GOODPYILE, 
I tell thee it ſhall not be; Malagene's my Creature, ot 


at leaſt henceforth I'll make him ſo; 1 have Reaſons for, 
it, and to believe alſo that my Wife, my own delicate 
damn'd Wife, was the ſame J WYWE. for you in * 
Garden to-night. ö 
VICTORIA. 4 

'Tis true, I was at the ſame Time to ſee for her i in * 
Chamber, and ſhe was not there; hut cannot believe her ? 
in the leaſt guilty of what you ſeem to accuſe her of. 

GOODY ILE. * 

Confound her !——ſhe's an exquiſite Jiile, thorough- 
pac'd and pradiis'd in all the cunning Arts and Slights 
of Falſhood : *Sdeath how I could mince her ! But here, 
comes Malagene, he knows all, and Pu make him con. 
feſs all, or 1'll murder him. * 

Enter MAL gGENe.. | 


Well Sir, what ſay you to this Matter? 4 
. MALAGENE. LI >] | ==> 

Faith, Bully I think my dear Kinſwoman has maul 
you to ſome Purpoſe ; I'll ſay this for her, ſhe has the. 
3 | true 


the 
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true Blood of the Malagene's in ber: Tol lol dara lal, G. 
GOODPYILE. - 
What is't you mean, Fool ? Be plain, andunfold yourſelf, 
 MALAGENE. 
Why you muſt know, Frank, having a particular Eſteem 
for my Family, (the neareſt Relation of which I would 
go fifty Miles to ſee hang'd) I do think her a very a— 
But no more, Mum, dear Heart, Mum, I ſay. 
ö GOODPYILE, 
What's that you ſay Sir, what do you think my Wife ? 
MALAGENE. 
Ay what, Frank ? what now ? 
GOODPMYTLE,. 
Nay Sir, that you muſt reſolve me. 
MALAGENE. © 
Why then [I'll tell thee, Frank ; doit thou really think 
I love thee ? | 


| 600 DLE. 
I know you'll ſay fo, Sir, becauſe you fear me. 


: MAL AGENE, 
Then pr'ythee do ſo much as lend me ten Guineas for 
a Day or two. 
r GOODPMyYILE, 
r Oh, Sir, to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe, be brief, 
MAL AGENE, 

Nay then, Mum, I ſay again, 

GOODPFYILE. 

Will you never leave vexing me with your Imperti- 
nence ? Mult 1 be always forc'd to uſe you ill, to bring 
you to Good-manners ? | 

MALAGENE. 

Faith, Child, 1 am loth io make Miſchief ; I have been 
a very wicked ill-natur'd impudent Fellow, that's the 
Truth on't : But I find I loſe myſelf by it ; the very Poets 
themſelves, that were wont to ſtand in awe of me, care 
not aLouſe for me now; and there's not a common Whore 

Vor. IL E L 


- „ 
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in Town bat calls me Ropue and Raſcal to my Face, as | 


impudently as if I were her Pimp. 


600 DIL E. = 
Therefore, Sir, reſolve to turn honeſt, and be jul to 
your Friend. 
MALAGENE. 


The Devil take me, Frank, if thou * a very im- 


inent Fellow :=Know | why who ſhould Know bet- 


ter than yourſelf ?- ha! 
\ COODPYILE. 
How are five Guineas for you, upon condition . you 


make a full and true Relation of all you have diſcover'd 


this Night. 
MALAGENE, 
I'Il do't ; down with your Duſt, 
GOODPMYILE,. 


What will not this Rakehell do to borrow Money ? I 
knew him make love to a Chamber Maid till be had 
| borrow'd Five Pounds of her at half a Crown a Time. 

MALAGENE. 

Well Frank Goodvile, you may think as you pleaſe of 
me ; but hang me like a Dog if I am not a very honeſt 
Fellow in my Heart Vou would have me deal freely 
with you, you ſay, in this Buſineſs ? 

K 600 DVILE. 
I would ſa Sir, or I ſhall deal very roughly with you. 
MALAGENE, 
And you lent me theſe five Guineas to that purpoſe? 
GOODPYILE,. 
You are much in the right, Sir. 
x "| MAL AGENE. 

Then to make ſhort of the Matter; thou art as arrant 
2a poor filly Cuckold as one would wiſh to drink withal, 
and confound me if I ſhall not be aſham'd of thyCompany. 

GOODPMYILE. 
Confounded Whore Oh for a Legion of Devils to 


hurry her to Hell, and that I had but the drivig wy 


a d Tri 
Atheiſts 
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; MAL AGENE. 

Nay, nay, Man, ſince 'tis ſo, never be angry for the 
Matter. What a Pox, you thought to put the Miſtreſs 
upon Truman ? Truman has put the Cuckold upon you; 
Valentine has been Pimp in the Buſineſs; and the Devil 
take me if 1 dont think myſelf the honeſt:it Fellow 
amongſt you. ; | 

VICTORIA, 
Now, Sir, conſider what a wretched m you have 


made me. 
GOODVYILE. 


No more, I'm thine ; and here I ſeal my Heart to thee 
for ever. 


MALAGENE. 
Well, F-ank,can I ſerve thee any farther in this Buſineſs 2 


GOODMYILE. 

That, Sir, is as Time ſhall try: And to convince you 
how fit I think you for my Purpoſe ; I know you are a 
Raſcal not to be truſted ; Therefore obſerve it, if you 
offer to ſtir beyond the. Limits I ſer you, at that very in- 
ſtant I'll murder you. 

MAL AGENE. | 

Pr'ythee talk not to me of Limits and Murdeting ; 1 
hope you take me, Sir, (under the Roſe) for no Fool ; 
and what a Poxdo you think to make of me? 

GOODPMYILE, 

A Spaniel to hunt and ſet the Game I mean to take: 
On! Malagene, there will be Miſchicf, Malagere, and 
new ripe ſreſh Scandal to treat of: I know it is an Office 
thou lov'ſt, and therefore do it to oblige thee. 

 MALAGENE. 

I'faith, and ſo I do with all my Heart: Bat, Frank, I 
don't know how this Buſineſs will be brought about well ; 
[ have promis'd to meet two or thiee hearty old Souls to- 
morrow at Dinner, to ſwear and drink, and talk Bawcy 
a d Treaſon together for an Hour or two; they are all 
Aheilts, and very honeſt Fellows, 

E 2 GOOD. 


————— — — — n 


- - — _O— — — -- , 
— — e — 


loo FRIENDSHIP in FASHION. 


GOODMYILE. | 
O Sir you may be hang'd in good Time: But for this + 
preſent Occaſion | mult uſe you: Victoria, do you with all 
your utmoſt Art diſſemble but the leaſt Knowledge of 
what has happen'd to-night : and Sir, do you how Rifl 


chat lying ſnearing ugly merry Face which you always 
wear when you defign Miſchief : I I! pretend this Morn- 


ing to purſue my Deſign of going into the Country; 
then when they are in the Height of their Pleaſures and 
Aſſurance of their Safety, return and ſurprize 'em. 
VICTORIA. | 
- But do you believe, Sir, that you can utterly abandon 
all Senſe of your paſt Love and Tenderneſs for a Woman 


who has been ſo dear to you? You will be apt to relapſe 
again, 


600 DLE. 

J will ſooner return to my Vomit: I am rather glad 
of the Occaſion to be rid f ſo troubleſome uneaſy a Bur- 
den; A Wife after a Yeu like a Garment that has been 
worn too long, hangs looſe and aukwardly on a * 
and grows a Scandal to him that wears it. 

VICTOXIA. 
But can you then reſolve to quit and diſown her for erer! 
; GOODPFYILE.. 

For ever, my Victoria !——No more, but ſtraight go 
to thy Chamber, and wait for the happy Iſſue; Bae" 
Sir, keep cloſe to me. Quit her! as chearfully as l 
would a Shoe that wrings me. Then how looſely ſhall 

I move, 
Free and unbounded taſte the Sweets of Life ! 
Love where I pleaſe, and know no more the Strife 
That's bred by that domeſtic Plague call'd Wife. 
[ Exeunt, 


ACT 
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„ 
ATT Y.,SCBNE I. 
SCE N E, Victoria's Chamber. 


Eater Vio TOR IA. 


VICTORIA. 

OW I am fatisfy'd I muſt be wretched } Oh Love 

Uahappy Womens C »r{e, and Mens flight Game 

to paſs their idle Time at: I find too in myſelf the com- 

mon Companion of Infamy, Malice. Has Goodwile's 

Wife ever wrong'd me? Never. Why then ſhovld J 
conſpire to betray her? No, let my Revenge light 

wholly on that falſe perjur'd Man; as he has deceiv'd . 

and ruin'd me, I'll play falſe with him, make myſelf 
privy to his whole Deſign of ſurprizing Truman and his . 
Wife together: Then like a true Miſtreſs betray his 
Counſels to her, that ſhe like a true Wife may, ſpite of 
his Teeth, deceive him quite, and ſo I have the Pleaſure 
of ſeeing him a ſeal'd tigmatiz'd fond believing Cuckold: 
'twill at leaſt be ſome Eaſe to me. Here he comes equipp'd 
and prepar'd for the pretended Journey. 


- Enter Goopdviie and Bay. 


if | 6 O0 ODVILE. 
Go bid the Coach man haſten, and get all Things ready 3 
I am uneaſy till I am gone. Tis Time we were ſet out. 
The Wolves have prey d, and look the gentle Day, 
Before the Wheels of Phoebus, all about 
at Dapples the drowſy Eaft with Spots of Gray. 
Wife! adieu dear Wife. Ah my Victoria, up already? ſo 
diligent to wiſh me a happy Journey? Certainly my good 
Angel is like thee, and whenſoever I err muſt meet me in 
thy tdi and with ſuch Softneſs ſmile and direct me. 
7 E z „Ic. 


- 
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VICTORIA | 
Ai theſe achom Will with the Whiſp bewitches 
Thro' B gs, thro' Hide, and thro? Ditches. 
GOODMYILE. 
No, thou haſt led me out of the crooked froward Road 
of Matrimony, into the pleaſant eaſy Path of Love, where 


I can never lo'e my Way, and muſt be always happy. 
But where's Malagene? | 


VICTORIA. 

Below with Sir Nohle. Whilſt the Butler was aſleep, 
they ſtole the Key from him : And there they are with 
the fat red-fac'd Fiddler that plays upon the Baſe, fitting 
croſ-Jeg'd upon the Floor, ſtripp'd to their Shirts, and 
drinking baudy Heal hs. 

| GOODPYILE, 

That fulſome Rogue will ruin all our Buſineſs. See 
here what I have diſcovered juſt now in the private Cor- 
ner of a Window, (a Place I ſuppoſe appointed for the 
Purpoſe) I found this Billet to my ſweet Wife. | 

Reads. 1f Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, let 


me know it, that I may wait en you, and tell 


yew the rift of my Heart, for you do not knew 
hw much I love you yet. Truman. 
Now if I am not a Cuckold, let any honeſt Wittal judge 


ha, ha, ba, How it Fleaſes me ! Blood ! Fire! and Dag- 


gers! 
VICTORIA. 

But, Sir, what do you reſolve on? 

| GOODMYVILE, 

As I told thee, inſtantly to -pretend a Journey out of 
Town, and return and ſurprize em; for I am ſure they'll 
not be long aſunder when I am out of the Way : Oh! this 
Billet is a very honeſt Billet, and I know won't lye. 


Bat why ſhould I ſpend my Time in talking of what but 


vexes me when Pleaſures are ſo near me? come my 
Victoria, take me to thy Arms, a Moment's Joy with thee 


wauld ſweeten Years of Cares. The Devil 
Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Goopvite _ LETTICS. 


Mrs. GOO DYILE. 
Good Morning to you, Sir. 
GOODPMYILE. 
Good Night to you, Madam. 
Mrs, GOODYILE. 
How ſo, Sir? 
GOODPYILE. 
Why good-night or good-morrow tis all one; ; Cere- 
mony is the leaſt Thing I take care of: You ſee Iam buſy. 
Mrs. GOODYILE. 
I muſt confeſs, conſidering the humhle Duty of a Wife, 


'tis ſomething rude in me to interrupt you; but I hope, 


when you know my Intentions, you'll pardon me. 

They were only to take a civil Leave of you: I Tac 

you are preparing for the Country, Sir. 
GOODPYILE. 


Ay! a little Air will be very ſeaſonable at he 


Madam; I ſhall grow rank elſe, and all the Company I 
keep will ſmell me out. 
Mrs. GOOD SYIILE. 

Oh! what Joy will fill each neighbouring Village, 
to hear our Landlord's Honour's coming down. The Bells 
ſhall jingle out of Tune all Day; and at Night the Cu- 
rate of the Hamlet comes in the Name of the whole Pa- 


riſn to bid his Patron welcome into the Country, and 


invite himſelf the next Lord's Day to Dinner. 
GOODPFYILE. 
I am glad to ſee you ſo pleaſant, Madam, 
Mrs. GOODYILE. 
Then the next Morning our Tenant's dainty Daughter 


is ſent with a Preſent of Pippins of the largeſt Size, cull'd 


by the gcod old Drudge her Mother, which ſhe delivers 


with a Curt'ſy, and bluſhes in expectation of what his 


Warſhip will beſtow upon her. 
E 4 +COOD- 


— — — — ͤꝗä — 


3 "Lu ad — —y—-— 
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GOODYILE. | 
Oh Madam, let not any Thoughts of that Nature 
diſturb you; I ſhall leave all my wanton Inclinations here, 


and only pleaſe myſelf when I am there ſometimes to 8 
contemplate your Ladyſhip's Picture in the Gallery. 

Me. GOODPVILE. ; 

Then come the Country Squires; and their Dogs, the wit 

eleanlier Sort of Creatures of the two: Straight we re the 

invited to the noble Hunt, and not a Deer 1 in all the De 

Foreſt's ſafe. | this 

GOODPYILE. 

; No, Madam; no horn'd Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for my / 
Pleaſure ; I am lately grown a Philoſoper, Madam ; and 
find we ought not to hurt our Fellow-Creatures. | 

Mr. GOODVILE. | 8 
What i is the Reaſon that you uſe me thus ? 
GOODPVILE. f 
What is't I would not do to purchaſe Quietneſs? Your 
injurious Suſpicions of me were tolerable, but the Wrongs b 
your Jealouſy has done Victoria br W: 
Mr. GOODVILE, + witl 
I jealous of Victoria No, tho' my Paſſion laſt Night | 
| made me extravagant when 1 diſcover'd you with that N 
| | naughty Lady Sgucamiſp, which I can eafily forgive, if 
q you'll but promiſe to forget her : For I am confident it I 
| was your firſt Tranſgreſſion. wy 
i Very quaint and pretty. | fure 
Mri. GOODVYVILE, has 1 


Yet I am too well fatisfy'd of Vickcria's Virtue, for ſhe's 
my Fiiend;; and tho' I ſhou'd ſee her in your Arms, I 
could not harbour ſuch a Thought, No, Vidtoria, you 


muſt love me, and I'll love you; you ſhall call me your T 
Love, and I'll call you my Dear, and we'll always go to Hou 
the Play together, and to the Park together, and every will 
where together; and when Mr. Gcodvi/:'s out of Town, he le 
we'll lie together, her, 


En ter 
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Enter SERVANT. 


SERYV ANT. 
Sir, the Coach is ready. 
6 O0 ODVIEE. | 

Youu think, Madam, you have a fine eaſy Foot to play 
withal, but the Gayneſs of your Face is too thin to hide 
the Rancour of your Heart; and fo my dear jocund witty: - 
Devil Wife, I take my leave of you, never more from 
this Minute to look on you. 

Mrs. GOOD ILE. - 
Are you then inexorable ? Relentleſs cruel Man! 


GOODFYILE. 
Good eaſy-melting kind-bearted Woman, farewell. (Ex, 
Mr. GOODFYILE, 
Ah wretched me ! War 
, LZETFICE. 

My Lady ſwoons. Dear Madam Vicberia, haſten and 
bring my Maſter back again; you can do any Thing 
with him. [Ex. Victoria. | 

Mr. GOO DVILE, 
No, no, Lettice! Let him alone, art thou ſure he's * 
L77710 Z. 
I hope ſo, Madam. 
. Mrs. GOODYILE. 

Then ſo ſoon as I am return'd to my Chamber, be 
fure you go yourſelf to Mr. Traman, and tell him if he 
has nothing elſe to do he may come hither to-day. 


Enter V1 CTORT A. 


VICTORIA © 
There is no prevailing with him, he' cries Aloud his 
Houſe is infected, and that no Man chat values his Health 
will ſtay in it. My Lady Sgueamiſb too is arriv'd juſt as 
he left the Door ; I am fure ſhe'll come in; will you ſee 
her, Madam + 


F 5 Mrs, 
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Oh I am ſick at the very Name of her: Let all the 
Doors be barr'd againſt her, and Gunpowder put under 


each Threſhold Place, ready to blow her up it ſhe but 

offer an Entrance. Leitice, lend me your Hard a little; I'll 

to my Chamber inſtantly : Oh my Head ! [ Ex. with Let. 
VICTORIA. 

This Management of hers ſo charms me, that I can 
almoſt forget all the Miſchief ſhe has done me: *tis true 
ſhe reproach'd me, but *twas done ſo handſomely that I 
doubly deferv'd it to have taken Notice of it. 


Enter Lady S Gu FANS k. 
Lady S AU EAM ISH. 

Oh Dear, Vico ia, what will become of me! Jam loſt 
and undone for ever; Oh I ſhall die, I ſhall die! the 
Lord of my Heart, the Jewel of my Soul is falſe to me. 
VICTORIA. 

What ails your Ladyſhip? ſurely ſne's diſtracted. 

Lady SDUE AMISH. 

Oh Gootwile, Goodwile! the falſe, cruel, remorſeleſs 
Good vile! I came juſt as his Coach was parting from 
the Door, yet he would not ſpeak to me, would hardly ſee 
me, but away he drove, and ſmiling mock'd my Sorrows. 

VICTOREIFA. 
Ala herLad YRS is paſſionate, as] live very paſſionate, 
h Lady SDUEAMISH. 

80 Theſens left the wretched Ari adue on the Shore; ſo 

fed the falſe Area, from his Dido. 
VICTORIA. | 

What could you expect leſs of him, Madam? Fal- 
ſhood is his Province: Your Ladyſhip ſhould have made 
Choice of a civil ſober diſcreet Perſon ; but Geodwile you 
know is a Spark, a very Spark. 

Lady SDUEAMIS H. 
That has been my Ruin; it was therefore I adored him: 


What Woman wculd doat on a dull melancholy Aſs, 


becauſe 


hy Te 


Ic 
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becauſe ſhe might be ſure of him? No, a Spark is my 
Life, my Darling, the Joy of my Soul. Oh how I doat 
on a Spark # I could live and die with a Spark. Victoria 


I make you a Confident, and you muſt parden me for. 


robbing you of Mr. Goodvile : Come, come, 1 know all. 
VICTORIA. | 
Your Ladyſhip knows more than all the World befides. 
Lady S 2 UEAMIS H. . 


And, as I was ſaying, A Spark is the deareſt Thing to 
me in the World; I have bad Acquaintance I think with 
all the Sparks. Well, one of em that you know was 


a ſweet Perſon : Oh he danc'd, and ſung, and dreſt to a 
Miracle, and then he ſpoke French as if he had been bred 
all his life-time at Paris, and admir'd every thing that 
was French: Beſides, he would look fo languiſhingly, and 
liſp ſo prettily when he talk' d; and then never wanted 
Diſcourſe ; PlI ſwear he has entertain'd me two Hours 
together with the Deſcription of an Equipage. 
 FICTORTA. 
That muſt needs be very charming. 
Lacy S AUE AMIS H. 


But Mr. Godvil' was a Wit too: Oh I never had a 
Wit before, for to ſpeak the Fruth, now I think on't bet= - 


ter, all my Lovers have been a little fooliſh Ill ſwear, 


ha, ha, ha! {Sir Noble and Mal. at the Door drunk. - 


MALAGENE. 
Scour, ſcour, ſcour. 
CLUMSEY. 
| Down goes the Main-Maſt, down, down, down. [They 
enter.) Malagene, roar, roar, and raviſh, here are Punks 
in beaten Sattin, Sirrah ; Termagant, triumphant, firſt- 


rate Punks, you b 22 pA "P* 


How came theſe Ruffians here? 
1 CLUMSEY. 


Ruffians ! do you know who you talk to, Madam? I 


am a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon ; and come particularly 
to embrace thy lovely Body, pu 
4- 


1% 


A 
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MAL AGENE. © 
Look you, Madam, make no Noiſe about this Matter, 
This is a Perſon of Quality, and a Friend of mine; there- 
fore pray be civil. 
Lady Ab EA MIS H. 
Has Mr. Good vile left no Footmen at home to cudgel 
' ſuch Fops? Fogh -how hke drunken Journeymen- 
Taylors they look ? | 
 MALAGENE. 
Journeymen, Madam! hold there ! none of your Lady- 
ſhip's Journeymen, that's one Comfort : ! Woe to the 
poor Devil that is, I ſay. 


| Lady S2UEAMIS H. 
Were Mr. Geodwile at home you durſt not talk thus, 


C 
| 
1 
| 

| 

1 
I 
5 


; "3 ſcandalous Fellow. | 
MALAGENE. | | J * 
Goidvile, ſay you hark you, my Dear, were he here of 


in Perſon, I would firſt of all decently kick him out of 
Doors, then turn up thy Keel, and diſcover here to thy 
Kinſman what a leeky Veſſel thou art. 

| CLUMSEY. 


Why, what is that Geodwile ? will he wreſtle ? or will to 
ke box for fifty pound. Look you, this Fellow is myPimp. 
' Tis true, his Countenance is none of the beſt ; but he's 
a neat Lad, and keeps good Company. | ſee 
 MALAGENE. ſup 
Hark you, Knight: you'll bear me out of this Bo- Ve 
neſs, Knight: For, under the Roſe, I have Apprehenfien, [S. 
that this Carcaſe of mine may ſuffer elſe. Ha 


| CLUMSEY. 
No more of that, Rogue! no more. Take notice good 
People, this civil Perſon ſhall marry my Siſter: ſhe is a 
etty hopeful Lady—Trnly ſhe is not full thirteen - but 
mne has had two Children already. Odd's heart. 8 
Lad) SAU E AMIS H. 
Ridiculous Oaf. 
3 |  CLUM- 
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CLUMSEY. 
Come let us talk Bawdy. 
VICTORI 4. 


I'll call thoſe ſhall talk with you preſently. [Zx. Vict. 


CLUMSEY. 
Wheugh—=ſhe's gone. 
Lady S AUE AMIS E. 
Beaſt ! Brute! Barbarian ! Sot ! 
CLUMSEY. 
Oh law! my Aunt! what have I done now ? Madam, 


as I hope to be 
[Runs againſt ber, and almoſt beats her Beelen. 
Lay S 2UEA MIS H. 
Oh help; I am murder'd ! Oh my Head! 
CLUMSE 7. | 


Nay, Lady, that was no Fault of mine: You fhall ſee 


I'll keep my Diſtance ; and (as I was ſaying) if I have 
offended —— 


[ Reels againſt a T, able, and throws down a China Jar, 


and ſeveral little China Diſhes. 
Lady S AUE AMISH. 
Oh inſufferable ! 5 quickly, a Porter and Baſket, 
to carry out this Swine to a Dunghill, 
| CLUMSEY. 


Look you, Madam, no harm ! no harm ! you ſhall 


ſee me behave myſelf notably yet—as for example 
ſuppoſe now ſuppoſe this the Door [ Goes to the Door. 
Very well; thus then I move - 

[ Steps forwards and leaves his Peruke on one of the Hinges, 
Hah, who was that? Rogues | Dogs ! Sons of Whores! 


Enter SERVANTS. 


1 SERPY ANT. 

Such as we are, Sir, you ſhall find us at your Service. 
 CLUMSEY. 

Murder, Murder, Murder! 


* NA. 
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MALAGENE. 

When there is ſuch Ke. a Man may with Honour 
retire and ſteal off. [Ex. Mal. 
Enter Ca PEN and SAUNTER, 

eine. 

Where is this Raſcal? this Coxcomb ? this Fop? how 
dare you come hither, Sir, to affront Ladies and Perſons 
of Quality ? 

CLUMSEY. | 
Sir, your humble Servant: Did you ſee my Perriwig ? 
CAPER. 

Sir, you are an Aſs; and never wore a Perriwig in your 
Life : Jernie, what a Buſh of Briars and Thorns is 
here ? The Mane of my Lady Pen s Shock is a 
Chedteux to it. 

CLUMSET.-. | 

Why, Sir, I know who made it, He was an honeſt 
Feliow, and a Barber, and one that lov'd Muſic and 
Poetry. 

SAUNTE'R. 

How Sir! 

CAPER, 

But, Sir, come cloſe to the Buſineſs : How durſt you 
treat Ladies ſo rudely as we ſaw you but now? Anſwer 
to that, and tell not us of Muſic and Poetry. 

CLUMSEY. 

Why, he had all Vefiminſter Drollery, and Oxford 
Jeſts at his Fingers Ends. And for the Cittern, if ever 
Fry Town were a Tune, he maſter'd it upon that In- 
ſtrument, when he was our Butler in the Country: An 


old Maid of my Grandmother's took great Delight in him 


for it. 
SAUNTER. 
But, Sir, this is nothing to our Buſineſs. 
CLUMSEY. 


Buſineſs! hang Buſineſs! I hate a Man of Buſineſs : 
Tf you'll diink, or whore, break Windows, or commit 


Murder, Iam for you. CAPER. 
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CAP ER. 
Sir, will you fight?! 
CLUMSEY. 
Fight! with whom? for what? | 
| CAPER. 
With me. | g 
| SAUNTER. | 
With me. | 
CLUMSEY. | 
Ay, Sir, with all my Heart; I love fighting, Sir. | 
CAPER. | 
But will you, Sir? dare you? | | 
 SUNTIER- | 
Ay Sir, will you fight? do you think you dare fight ? | 
CLUMSEY. 


Why, you ſweet perfum'd Jeſſamine Knaves } you 
Rogues in Buckram ! were there a Dozen of you, I'd 
beat you out of your artificial Sweetneſs into your own 
natural Rankneſs. You Stinkards ! ſhall I draw my Cer- 
berus and cut you off, you gaudy Popirjays ? 

CAPER. 

This Fellow's mad, Saunter I ſtark mad, by Ferice : 
Dear Knight, how long haſt thou been in this Pickle ? 
this Condition, Knight? ha? by 

CLUMSEY. 
What Pickle ? what Condition ? you Worms. 
. SAUNTER, 

Ay, ay, 'tis ſo, the poor Devil muſt to B:d/am : Bad- 

lam, Knight, the Mad- man's Hoſpital. 
CLUMSEY. 

What will become of you then, you Vermin ; There's 
never an Hoſpital for Fools yet ; Mercy on me if there 
were ! how many handſome Fellows-in this Town might 
be provided for ? | [Fidales play within. 

CAPER, 


Hey- day, Fiddles ! 
 S4UN. 
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SA UNTER. 


Madam Goodvile, hearing we were here, hath ſent for 
me on purpoſe to regale us. 


Enter Mri.Goopvilt, LadySquE aMisn with the - 
ales playing, Sa un rER falls to fing the Tune with 't 
and CAPER dances to it. LETTICE. 


Mr.. GOODV ILE. 

Let my Servants take Care that all the Doors ſtand 
open; I'll have Entrance deny'd to no one Fool in Town. 
Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter here? then we can never 
want Company. Come, Madam, let us begin the Re- 
vels of the Day; I long to enjoy the Freedom 1 am 
Miſtreſs of. DZetrice, try your Vow. 

Lady SDUEAMISH, 


Oh Madam ! this gallant Spirit raviſhes me. Dear 


Mr. Caper, you and Mr. Saunter were born to be 


happy! Madam Goodwile has reſolved to ſacrifice this Day 


to Hedberg -what ſhall we do with ourſelves ? 


- CAP ER: 5 
Do, Madam ! we'll dance for ever, 
Lach SU E AMIS H. 


Ob, ay dance. 8 
To SAUNTER, 
And fing. | 
Lady SQUEAMISHAH, 
And ing. 
BOTH. 
And love. 


Lach SSUKEAMISH. 

Oh ay, love! but Madam Goodwile have you reſoli'd 
to wear the Willow, and be very melancholy—— ha, ha, 
ha, ——Fiddles? where are you? LI cannot endure you 
out of my fight. 

Mrs. GOODMYILE, 
Willow! hang it, give it to Country- Girls that £gh 
for Clowns ; and Melancholy is a Diſeaſe ſor Bankrupt 
g Beauty: 


Is 
He 
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Beauty : I have yet a Stock of Youth and Charms, un- 
ſully'd by the Hands of Age or Care; 

And whilſt that laſi, what Woman back F de her ? 

Ke CLUMSEYT. 

In the mean time I'll ſcout out for a Doxy of my Ac- 
quaintance hard by, return in Triumph, and let Harris 
go hang and deſpair. | 

' Singe. 
To love it a Pleaſure divine, 
Yet Til never figh or be ſad; © 
Thiy are Coxcombs that languiſh and pine, 
So long as Whores are to be had.—To daroll, darolda, 


| La S2UE AMISH. „ A w 
Oh 6 2080 that deform'd Monſter, that Rebel of mine: 
Fellows take care of him, and keep bim up till I talk 
with him, and make him ſenſible of his Enormities. 
CLUM SIT. 
Slaves avaunt! if my Lady will have it ſo, I'll walk 
ſoberly into the Garden, and conſider of what is paſt. 
To love is a Pleaſure, &c. - [Ex. Clum. 
Mrs, 600 DIL E. 1 
Lettice ? | 
L ETT I C E. 
Madam. „ 
Is Mr. Traman come? 
| LETTICE. 
He'll be here preſently, Madam. 


Enter Pact with a Letter. 
PAGE, | 
A Letter for your Lady ſhip. 
MM.. GOODFYILE, 
Who brought it ? | 
4 46. 
A Porter brought it to the Door, Madam: But ſaid he 
had no Orders to ſtay for an Anſwer,  [Ex. 12 
3 


| 
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Mrs. GOODVILE, 

A Woman's Hand. 

Reads. Mr. Goodvile's Journey out of Town 4s but « 
Pretence : He is jeahus of yeu and Mr . Truman, you will 
find him anon return'd in hepes to ſurprize you together. 
| The" be has trufted me with the Secret, and oblig'd me te 
affift him in it; yet I would endeavour by this Diſcovery 
to perſuade you that I am your real Servant, Victoria. 

Poſtcript. Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed the 
Spy to betray you. 

This is generouſly done, Vidotia, and I'll ſtudy to de- 
ſerve it of thee: Now, if I plague ndt this wiſe jealous 
Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and Cuckolds 


laugh at me! Fiddles lead in! Mr. Caper and Mr, Saun- 


ter, pray wait on my Lady, and entertain her a little: 
Fil follow you regs | 


Come, Mr. GN will you walk ? 
CAPER. 
A Coranto, Madam. 
Lady SQUEAMISH. - 
Ay, ten thouſand, ten thouſand, Mr. Saunter, I would 
be always near you too | Oh for a Grove now, and a 
purling Brook with that delightful charming Voice of 


yours | Come let us walk, and ſtudy which way to divert | 


ourſelves. 
CAPER. 
Allons! for Love and Pleaſure : By theſe Hande—— 
SAUNTER, . 
By thoſe Eyes —— 


Lady SODUEAMISH. 
Oh no more l no more: I ſhall be lot iv Happineſs. 
(Eæeunt. 


8 Mrs. 600 D711 E. 
So, this Conſort of Fools ſhall be the Chorus to my 
Farce; now all the Malice, II- Nature, Falſhood, and 


Hypocriſy of my Sex inſpire me. Lenice ! ſee Camilla 
be 
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be ſent ſor inſtantly, ſhe ſhall join with me in my Re- 
venge, ſhe has Reaſon ; Mr. Valentine, I ſuppoſe, will 
be here with Mr. Truman, | 


Enter Mr. TRUMAN. 
TRUMAN. 

And, think you, Madam; he durſt not anſwer a fair 

Lady's Challenge without a Szcond ? 
Mr. GOODFILE, 

You would pretend, I'll warrant you, to be very ſtout. 
You Hectors in Love, are as arrant Cheats as Hectors in 
fighting, that bluſter, rant, and make a Noiſe for the 
preſent ; but when they come to the Bus? neſs, prove er- 
rant Daſtards, and good for nothing. 


TRUMAN. 
But, Madam, you ſhould find I dare do ſomething, 
would you but be civil and ſtand your Ground. 


| Mr. GOODFILE. 
What think you tho' of a Cut - throat Husband now 
behind the Hangings ? what would become of you then ? 
| TRUMAN. _ 
Whilſt I have ſuch Beauty on my Side, oa can 


hurt me. 


* 


g M. GOODYILE. 

Then, Sir, prepare yourſelf; Mr. Goodwile is really 
jealous, and miſtruſts all or more than has paſt between 
us. His Journey out of Town was but a Pretence, but 
we ſhall ſee him infautly 1 in expeQation to catch us to- 
gether, 

TRUMAN. . 5 

Fear him not, Madam; theſe Moles that work under 
Ground are as blind as they are buſy : Let him run on in 
his dull Jealouſy, whilſt we ſtill find new Windings- out, 
and loſe him in the Maze. 

Mrs. GOODMYILE. 

Then if you wiſh to preſerve me yours, join with me to- 
day in my Deſign, which is, if poſſible, to make him _—_ 
wor 


. 
— — — — — - 
—— —— — am ne 
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work him up to the Height of furious Suſpicion, and at 
that Moment, when he thinks his Jealouſy moſt juſt, bafle |, 
him out of it: And let the World know how dull a Tool 
a Husband is, compar'd with that triumphant Thing a 
Wife, and her Guardian Angel Lover. 
TRUMAN, © | 
But Mr. Goodwile, Madam, has Wit, and ſo A an 
Opinion of it too. 
Mr. GOOD#YILE, 
"Tis that ſhall be his Ruin: Were he a Fool, he were 
not worth the Trouble of deceiving 
: TRUMAN; *:. | 
Dear Jewel of my Soul, paoceed then * N. 
Bat what muſt be my Part! u} 
Mr. GOODFYILE. _ uf 
To ſecure Malagene, That ill-natur'd Villain has be- 
tray d us, and is appointed by Goodwile chief Inſtrument | 
in the Diſcovery. He has Cowardice enough to {ell his he 
Soul to buy off a Beating : He never told Truth eno u gh la 
to be believ'd once ſo long as he lives. Get him but in an 
your Power, and he will own more Villanies than ever 
were in his Thoughts to commit, or the Wester. of our 
Affair can invent to put upon him. tul 
TRUMAN. 
And I'll be ſure of him, or may I never taſte thoſe | 
Lips again, but be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreſſes in the 
Side- Box at the Play-Houſe, or what is worſe, take up 
with a Sempſlreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and Cravats. bel 


Enter MALAGENE, 


Mrs. GOQDFILE.. 
Here ke comes. 


TRUMAN. „. 
Oh Monſieur Malagene, welcome ! | 
MALAGENE. | 


Jack Truman, your humble Servant. 


7 2U- 
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TRUMAN. 
W hither ſo faſt, I beſeech you, Sir! a Word with you, 
a Word with you. 
MALAGENE. 
Why, can I do any Thing for thee ? Haſt thou any 
Buſineſs for me? Pr'ythee what is it? 
TRUMAN. 
Sir, you muſt lye for me. 
 - MALAGENE, 
Ha, ha, ha, Is thar all. 
RUM 4 N. 

Nay, Sir, you muſt, 

MALAGENE. 

Any thing in a civil Way, or ſo, | Zack ; but nothing 
upon Compulſion, Lad: Pr'ythee, let me do nothing 
upon Compulſion, pr'ythee now. 

TRUMAN. © 

Then, Sir, to be brief, this is the Buſineſs : Grodwik I 
hear as been inform'd by you of what paſt in the Garden 
laſt Night 3 how durſt you be ſo impadent as w py into 
any Secrets, where I was concern'd? 8 

MALAGE NE. 

Why look you, Fact, Curioſity you know, and a na» 

tural Inclination which I have — | 
TRUMAN. 


To Pim N | 
Pay: MALAGE NE. TI. 

Confound me, Fack, thou art — 4 in „ the right: 1 

believe thou art a Witch. I knew as well Man 
TRUMAN. 
What did you know ? 0 
MALAGENE. 

Why, I knew thee to be an arch Wag, and an honeſt 

Fellow : Ah Rogue pr'ythee kiſs me: the Rogue's out 


of Humour, 
TRUMAN. 
No, Sir; I dare not uſe you ſo like a Friend, you 
mult deſerve it better firſt, 


MA- 
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MALAGENE. 
Look you, Jack, the Truth of the Buſineſs is, I am 


beſpoke: But the Love I have to ſee the Bus'neſs go for. 


ward may perſuade me to much. 
TRUMAN. 

Then preſently reſolve entirely to diſown and abjure 
all the Intelligence you gave,Goodvile, or promite to 
yourſelf that wherever next I meet you, I'll cut your 
Throat on the ſpot. 

MAL AGENE. 

TY hark you, Fack, how ſhall I come off with the 
Buſineſs ? I ſhall be kick'd and us'd. very ſcurvily : For 
the Truth is, I did tell 

TRUMAN, 

What did you tell ? 

MALAGENE. 

Why, I told him, you Knave, I won't tell, you little 

cunning Cur, I told him all, Man, 
TKUMAN, 


All, Sir, 
MALAGENE.. 
Ay, hang me like a Dog, all. But, Madam, you 
muſt pardon me, there was not a Word of it true. 


TRUMAN. 
And what do you think to do with yourſelf ? 
MALAGENE, 

Do ? why I'll deny it all again Man, every Word of it, 
as impudently as ever 1 at firſt affirm'd it: May be he'll 
kick me, and beat me, and uſe me like a Dog, Man 
—— That's nothing, nothing at all, Man, I do not value 
it this. [Pulls out a Jews Trump, and plays. 

TRUMAN. 

And this, Sir, you'll ſtand to? 

MALAGENE. 

If I do not, hang me up for a Sign at a Bawdy-Houſe 

Door: In the mean time I'll retire and peruſe a young 


Lampoon, which J am lately the bappy Father of. . 
= 


FY 
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TRUMAN. 
Nay, Sir, you are not to ſtir from me; 


Enter LETTI OCS. 
LETTICE, | 

Oh Madam, ſhift for yourſelf. Madam Yi&oria ſent 

me to tell you that my Maſter is return'd, and that he | 

pretends to come a Maſquerader. | 

MAL AGENE. ; F I 

Well, ſince it muſt be ſo, I'll deny all indeed; what an 

| excellent Fellow might I have been? ſome Men now | 

with my Stock of Honeſty, and a little more Gravity, 

would have made a Fottune, Well, I have been a lazy 

Rogue; and never knew ill now that I was fit for Buſt. 
nels. 


Me. GOODVILE, | | 
Mr. Goodwile in Maſquerade, ſay you? | 
LETTICE. | 


Yes, Madam, and two Women with him ; Madam, 


they are juſt now alighted. 
Mr. GOODV ILE. 
Women with him ! nay then he comes triumphantly 


indeed. Mr. Truman, do you retire with Malagene. I'll 
ſtay here, and receive this Machiavel in Diſguiſe. Now, 
once more let me invoke all the Arts of Affectation, all 
the Revenge, the counterfeit Paſhons, pretended Love, 
pretended Jealouſy, pretended Rage, and in ſum the very 
Genius of my Sex to my Aſſiſtance. 
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Enter Goopvils, and others maſted. 
89! here they come; Now this Throw for all my future 
Peace. Who waits there? | 


Enter SERVANT 8. 
GOODPMYFILE. | ; | | 

Madam, you'll excuſe this Freedom. | 
Mrs, GOODPYILE. > | 

You oblige me by uſing it: Let all the Company know | 
4 a | 
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that theſe noble Perſons of Quality have honour'd me 

with their Preſence : Let the Fiddles be ready, and ſee 

the Banquet prepar d: And let Mr. Truman come to me 

inſtantly 3 I cannot live a Minute, a Moment without him. 
600 D741. 


Delicate Devil. 
f M. GOODVYILE. | 
Sir ! let me beg your Patience for a Moment, whilſt 


I goand put Things in Order fit for your Reception. 


[Exit. 

GOODPYILE. 
 Footmen! take care that the Engines which I have 
erder'd to be ready when I call for em. Truman, I ſee, 
is a Man of punctual Aſſignation; and my Wife is a 
Perſon very adroit at theſe Matters: Some hot-brain'd, 
horn-mad Cuckold now would be for cutting of Throats, 


but I am reſolv'd to turn a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon, 


and hate Blood-ſhed : No, I'll manage the Matter fo 
temperately, that I'll catch her in his very Arms, then 


civilly diſcard her Bag and Baggage, whilſt you my dainty - 


Doxies take poſſeſſion of her Privileges, and enter the 
Territories with Colours flying. 


i WOMAN. 

And ſhall I keep my Coach, Mr. Goodvile ? 

60 O0 DVILE. 
Ay, and ſix, my lovely Rampant. Nay, thou Nel 
every Morning ſwoop the Exchange in Triumph, to ſee 
what Bauble thou canſt firſt grow fond of: and 
after Noon at the Theatre exalted in a Box, give Audi- 
ence to ey'ry trim amorous twiring Fop of the Corner, 


that comes thither to make a Noiſe, hear no Play, 10 


ſhow himfelf ; thou ſhalt, my Bona Roba. 
2 WOMAN. 
But, Mr. Goodwvile, what ſhall I do then? 
GOODPMILE. 
Oh thou ! thou ſhalt be my more peculiar Punk, my 
Houſe-keeper, my neceſſary Sin; manage all the * 
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of my Eſtate and Family, ride up and down in my own 
Coach, attended by my own Footmen, noſe my Wife 
where'er you meet, and, if I had any, breed up my Chil- 
dren. Oh, what a delicious Life will this be 
i WOMAN. 
Hear you, Sir ; the Fiddles ? 


[ Fiddles without. 
GOODYILE. 


Oh, the Proceſſion's coming, put on n your Vizors, and 


obſerve the Ceremony. 


Enter Ta uu AN, Mrs. Goopvits,Cartr, SaunTER, 


Lady SQUEAMISH, CAMILLA, with Fiddles, a Leiter. 


Mr. GOODPFYILE. 
Mr, Caper, Mr. Sawnter, you are the Life and Soul of 


all good Company; command me any Thing, command 
my Houſe, that and all Freedom are yours, 


CAPER. 


Maſques, my Life, my Joy, my Top of Happineſs ! 


Sir, your humble. Servant: By your Leave, Madam, 


ſhall you and I touſe and tumble together in the Draw- 


ing Room hard by for Half an Hour or ſo.? ha? [Cutz. 
 SGAUNTER, 
Fa Fa töldara, toldara, &c, Ah, Madam, what do you 
wear a Maſque for ? Have you never a Noſe, or but one 
Eye? Let me ſee how you are furniſh'd ? 


2 WOMAN. 
Sir, if I want any Thing, tis to be doubted you cannot 
ſupply me. 32 
 GOODFMFILE. 


So; ſure this muſt come to ſomething anon, 
Mrs, GOODFYILE. 


Ah, were but Mr. Goodvile here now, what a bappy 
Day might this be ! but he is melancholy and forlorn- in 
the Country, ſummoning in his Tenants and their Rents, 
that ſhining Pelf that muſt ſupport me in my Pleaſures. 


G00 DSVILE. 
Is he then, Madam, ſo kind a Hausband ? 3 
Vor. II. | F WR 
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Mr.. GO O DVIL E. 
Oh the moſt indulgent Creature in the World ! what 
Husband but he, Mr. Traman, would have fo ſeaſonably 
withdrawn, and left me Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom ? To 
ſpend my Days in 'Triumph as I do, to ſacrifice myſelf, 
my Soul, add all my Senfe to you, the Lord of all my 
Joys, my Conqueror and Proteftor ? 
CAMILLA. © 

Heav'ns, Madam, you'll provoke him beyond all Pa. 

tieuce. 8 
Mrs. G0 O DIE E. 

Who, Mr. Goodwile ! which Way ſhall it reach his 

Knowledge ? no, we'll be as ſecret———— 
TRUMAN, | 

As we are happy. So ſubtily lay the Scene of all out 
Joys, that Envy or Malice, ney the very Husband him- 
ſelf, and Malagene to boot, well hir'd to the Buſineſs, ſhall 
ne er diſcover us. 

Mrs. GOODPYILE. 

Oh diſcover us ! a Husband diſcaver us | Were he 11 
deed as jealous as he has Reafon, I could no more ap- 
prehend Diſcovery than a Kindneſs from him. 

" _GOODPY TILE, | 

This Impudence is ſo rank, that I can hold no longer. 

Say you ſo, Madam ? [He nnmaſiis. 
Mrs. GOODSVILE. | 

Oh a Ghoſt ! a Ghoſt ! ſave me, ſave me. Mr. Tr4- 
man, ſee lee Mr. Goodvile's Spirit: Sure ſome baſe Vil- 
lain has murder'd him, and his angry Ghoſt has come to 
revenge it on me. 

60 O0 DVILE. 


No, Madam, fear nothing, I am a very harmleſs Gob · 


lin, tho" you are a liitle ſhock'd at the Sight of me. 


CAIPER. 
Ha, ha, ha. Goedwile return'd ? Dear Frank ! / 


SAUNTER. 
Honeſt Goodvile, thou ſeeſt, dear. Soul, we are free here 


in thy Abſence, 
G 0 OD- 


4 "4 « X 
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6800 DVV. | 

I ſee you are, Gentlemen, and ſhall take an _ 

nity to return the Favour. Footmen be read. 
M.. GOOD. 

But is it really Mr. Goodwile then ? let me receive bim 
to my Arms; welcome ten thouſand, thouſand; 'thou- 
ſaad times, Dear Sin how: does my Paflure: in the Gal- - 
lery do? 

GOD. 

Oh, Madam. it loak'd fo very Ab y, that 1 bad 
no Power to ſtay longer from the dear lovin g'cginal. | 

Mr. GOODYIGE, 

So, now begins the Battle. | 

GOOOVvPIEE. 

Well, Madam; and for your ſet of Fodls here; to what 
End and Purpoſe have you decreed them in this new 
Model of your Family? I hope you' habe 1 not deſigu d 

em for your own et. 
. GOOD yYIE E. 

Why, Sir; methinks you ſhould not gradge me a Cox- 
comb or two to paſs away the Time withal, fine you had 
taken your dearer Converſation from me. 

oO OD. 

No, Madam; I underſtand your Diet better: 2 Fool is 
too ſquob and tender a Bit for your fierve Appetite : You 
are for a ſubſtantial 'Diſh; u — of Heat and Honour, 
ſuch as Mt. Tramhas Dknow is, and 1 —_ not will do 


me Reaſon; 
TRUMA V. 
Ay, Sir, when ; ver you'll demand it. 
Mrs. GOODYITLE. 
Nay, Sirs, no quarrelling, I beſeech you; what would 
you be at, Sir? 


GOODPYILE. 
At reſt; Madam, like an boneſt Snail fhriok up my 
Horns into my Shell, and if polſible Hold # quiet Poſſeſ- 


ſion of it. 
N F 2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. GOODPMYILE. 


I hope I have done nothing that may diſtard your | 


Quiet, Sir. 
 GOODPILE. | 

Nothing, Madam, nothing in the leaf ; how is it poſ- 
ſible that any thing ſhould diſturb me ? a Sot, a Beetle, 
a Droan of a Husband, a mere Utenfil; a Block for you 
to faſhion all your Falſhood on, whilſt I muſt ſtill be 
_ bear my Office, and never be diſturbed, I——— 

Mrs. GOODFYILE. 

* now your Heart is opening, and for your Eaſe 
T'll give it a little Vent myſelf: 3 are Reer alas L 
jealous of Truman, are you? | 

600 D077 E. | 

And have I no Reaſon, Madam, tho' I come and catch 
you in his Arms, rolling and throwing your wanton Eyes 
like -Fireballs at his Heart? Oh what an indulgent 
« Creature's Mr. Goodvile ! ſo ſeaſonably to withdraw 


and leave you Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom: To ſpend 


your Days in Triumph as you do, to ſacrifice yourſelf, 

« your Soul and Senſe to him, the Lord of all _ Joys, 
your Conqueror and Protector“ 

_ -GOODYILE. | 

I am glad to find my Plot ſo. well ſucceed : I knew of 

your Jealouſy laſt Night, knew too your: Journey out of 

Town was but a Pretence, in hopes to return and ſur- 

prize me with Truman, I was inform'd too of your Re- 

turn but now, and your Diſguiſe ; I knew you through it 

fo ſoon as I ſaw you, and therefore I acted all that Fond- 


neſs to Truman before your Face. It was all the Re- 
venge I — within my Power. | 


| GOODPYILE. 
Can you deny your being with Truman in the Garden 


laſt Night? were you not there ſo openly, that even the 


broad Eyes of Fools might ſee? _ 
Mr. GOO DFYILE. ; 
What Fool ? what Villain have you, dares accuſe me ? 
G 00D: 
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GQODFYILE. 

Oae, who tho' he rarely told Trath before, will be 
ſure to do it now; Malagene, your n- Malagenc, 
a hopeful Branch of your own Stock. 

'TRUM LN; . 

The Raſcal dares got owe it. 

But be ſhall, Sir, tho” NON bon Get >. 
«TRUMAN... Ks 

"Twas baſely done to ſeta Spy upon your Friend, after 
the Trick you had play d me with Victoria. 

GOODYILE. 


Baſely done? 
* TRUMAN. 

Yes, baſely A 
|  GOOD7FTEE. 

Death, you lye, Sir ! why do 1 trifle thus when I have 
a Sword by my Side? 

CAPE R. 

Nay, look you, Frank ; you had better " patient. 

Here ſhall be nothing done, ene pray a up. 


Enter Vat LENTINE, 


VALENTINE. 
What, again quarrelling ?- Goodwi/e this muſt not be, 
T:uman is my Friend, and if he has done you wrong, 
I'll engage ſhall make you Satisfaction. | 
0: $JUNTER. vo {ts 
Ay, ay, pr'ythee Man, take ſome other Time, and 
don't quarrel now and ſpoil good Company. $1 
GOODPYILE, 4 11 
Death ! you dancing, talk ing, mettled, friſking Rogues, 
ſtand of! Oh J 1 forgot Footmen, where ae ye? 
Enter FooTMREN.' i. 3+ 


Here, take away „ theſe Butterflies, and do ſ ited 


upon em as I order'd ; do it inſtantly, [They ſeize them, 
& F 4 'c 47 R. 
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CAPER 
_ | Nay, Frenk, what's all this-for Þ ' ': c \, 
'SHUNTER. 
Nay, Gredvile, pr'ythee now, as J hops to live. 
Enter MalAcERE. 


GOODFILE. - + 
Away with 'em Ex. with Caper and Saunter. Now 
for Maiagene-Oh, here he comes, Madam, who will 
refreſh your Memo: y ſpeak, Sir, as you tender Life and 
of did you ſee together in i the Garden lat 
ight 


ATLAS Z NVE. 
Ha! no body. | 
GQOD FILE... 

Were not Truman and my Wife there to your Knows 
ledge, privately, 
| MALAGENE. 

Ha, ha, ha——— Child! no. 

2+ GOODVILE. F 268 

Dia. you rt tell me that you overheard emails 
ing in the Grotto together? 

2 be 4 GEN A 

o. 


| ads 0. 0 DYIL 8. | 
| Hell and Devils! this Fellow has been tamper'd withe 
a?, and inftrufted ta abuſe me. Tbis is all Contrivance, 


| A Rady'd Scene to ſav} me of my Reaſon. 


and put me out of Pain 


aur FOoTMEN: 


hs take him hence and harneſs him with 4 * 
two, "till he confeſs the Truth, 
Mr. 600 DILE. 

He fat not go, touch him who dares. Muſt People 
then be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe me falſly ? Ah, 
Mr. Googvile, how have 1 deſerv'd this at your Hands? 
Let not my good Name be raviſh'd from me: if you 


have reſolv'd to break my Heart, kill me now quickly, 
Mal. runs away. 
GOOD- 


h 
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GCGOODYILE, 
Nay, Madam, here is that ſhall yet convince——fe 
here a Letter from your Lover, left for you in a private 
Corner; hear me read it. Ard if you have Modeſty 
enough left, bluſh, | 

Reads. if Goodvile goes cut Teaun this Morning, let 

me knew it, that I may wait on you, and tl! 

Jeu the refi of my Heart, for you do not knew 

bow much I leve you yet. Traman. 
Mrs, GOODFILE. 

Death and Deſtruction! It was all my own Contri- 
vance: Madded-with your Jealouſy, I ſoughtall Ways to 
vex you. I counterfcited it with my own Hand, and left it 
in a Place were you might be ſure to find it. To con- 
vince you farther, ſee here a Caution ſent me juſt before 

x by one wham you have truſted and lov'd too much for 
my Quiet: Peruſe it, and whes you have done, conſider 
how you have uſed me, and Blow I have deſerv'd it. Oh f 
{ Gives Victoria's Letter. 
| GOODFYIEE. , 
F Reads. Journey out of Tixwn—is 4 Pretence—return 
and ſurpriae—belii ve by ibis Diſcevery— Nur Se want 
Victoria. 8 ; | 
Vi&>ria, has ſhe betray'd me? nay then, I prot ounce 
there is no Truſt nor Faith in the Sex. By Heaven, in 
every Condition they are Jilte, all falſe from the Bawd. 
to the Babe. 


M... GOOD#ELE. 

Now, Sir, I hope I may withdraw ; from this Minute 
never expect I'll ſee your Face again: No, I'll leave you 
to be happy at your on Choiee. Love where you pleaſe, | 
and be as free as if I ne'er had had Relation to you. | 
I ſhall take care to trouble you no more, but wiſh you: 
may be happier then ever yet I made you. | 

GOODYILE. 1 

Nays | F 4 Mrs: 
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Mr. G00 DSVVILE. 
No, Sir, I'll be gone? I will not ſtay a Moment longer; 
inhuman, cruel, falſe Traitor! Wert thou now languiſh- 
ing on thy Knees, proſtrate at my Feet, ready to grow 


mad with thy own Guilt, I would not ſtop nor turn n my | 


Face to ſave thee from Deſpair. 
GOODPILE. 


Mrs. GOODPIL E. 


You ſhall. 


For what ? 

GOODPyYILE, 

To let the World ſee how much a Fool [ can be : Art 
thou innocent ? 

a Mrs. G00 D/ ILE. 

By my Love I am; I never wrong'd you; but you 
have undone me, ruin'd my Fame and Quiet. What 
Mouth will not be full of my Diſhonour ? Henceforth let 
all my Sex remember me, when they'd upbraid Man- 
kind for Baſeneſs: Oh that I could diſſemble longer with 
you, that I might to your Torment perſuade you ſtill 
all your Jealouſies were juſt, and I as infamous as you are 

_ cruel. [Exit in a Rage. 
GOODPMTILE. | 

Get thee in then, and talk to me no more; there's 
ſomething in thy Face will make a Fool of me; and 
there's a Devil in this Buſineſs which yet I cannot diſ- 
cover. Truman, if thou haſt enjoyed her, I beg thee keep 
it cloſe, and if * be poſſible let us yet be Friends, 

T RUM AN. 

Tiis not my Fault if we be Foes. 

. GOODFILE. | 

Bat now to my Fools; bring em forth, and let us fee 
how their new Equipage becomes *em. Oh dear Valentine, 
bow does the, fair Camilla? | 

VALENTINE. 

Faith, S'r, ſhe and J have been diſpatching a trifling 
Afair this Morning, commonly call'd Matrimony. 

Of G O O D- 
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committed one: Truſt 
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| GOO'DYILE. 

W ed r Conn yer 
to 


trade, 


Marry'd ey 
thou art fallen into the Snare Valertise / 
keep her ay ſecret as thiju ou'dſt a Murder, h 
not with thy d 
ſhe has Beauty enough to corrupt him. 


Enter Car EI and SAUNTER, their Hands ty'd behind 
'm, Fools Caps on their Heads, Carer win Rs 
9 d up, and SAUNTER gag d. 


See here theſe Rogues how like themſelves they. ry 
Now, you paultry Vermin, you Rats that run ſqueaking 
from Houſe to Houſe up and down the Ton; that no 
Man can eat his Bread in quiet for. you: Take Warning 
of what you ſeel, and come not near theſe Doors again 
on peril of Hanging. Here, diſcharge them of their 
Puniſhment, and ſee em ſorch the Gates. 


Enter Lady SqQus anisn, Sir Novus CLower | 
4 Vicon. 2 vi 25 tA 


1. AUE AMISH.” 3 
Oh . your humble Servant. Dear Mr. G.. 
vile, be pleas'd to give my Kinſman, Sir Noble, Joy: 
He has done himſelf the Honour to marry your Coufin, 
Viforia, whom now I muſt be proud to call my Relation, 
ſince ſhe has accepted of the Title of my Lady Clamſey. 


. 


. A 2? & + bard; 


Ay, Sir, I am marry'd, and will be'driuk again too 
before Night as ſimply as pads 
, 90 r ewe 


Sir Noble marry d to Viria too! nay then in ſpite of ; 


Misfortunes 


This Day fhall be a Day of Jalil. But firſt, 
Good People all that my Jad Fortune 2. F 
J beg you to take Warning here by me, © 3 


Marriage and Hanging go by Deftinn, 


_ Eſpecially you gay young marry'd Blades, 


Brware and keep your Wives from Balli and Maſquerades. 
F 5 [Ex. Omnes. 


that 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs, Barry. : 


ELE, Sirs, if mau my Spouſe and I Heul part, 

To which kind Critic hall give my Heart? 
Stay, let me look, 2:66 one in all the Placa | 

Aut bas a: feurny frowerd dammung F ace.. 

Huus yawnefo bod then an the Poti Fall } 

G ye i{t-mathr'd; ug Devil al. | 
«Tbs marey'd Spur di I lu this Wen 
For the Mies fake ; but ſome of em baue wwor/6. 

Poets themſebver their own Il. luck hat wrought, 

Bu er Had leanit; bad nas their Quarraels thughts 

But as in the Diftunbance- of 4 State, 

Each factious Maggot thinks of, growing great: 

Sq when the Poets 775 rf bd 8 4, 12 

Nu all Jet ap for Critics and for Witt: . 

Then Hraig bi there came, which coft Tub Mothers Paing, 

Songs and Lamporns in Litters from your Brains « 

Libels, like {ppriaus. Brali, ran up exe dur, 3 

hich their dull Parents Were ab to on ; 

But vented can 6 in others Names like M. Boret 


That tay their Baſtard; down ot honeſt Doors, 
For Shame, leave * ow Fay no of Wit, 
255 writ, * 
1 E k may . all ts. nie Jou-unite ; 1 
* 


Jein in one Farce to fluty. te abuſe 57. 
Ard teach n and Mes bow to 207 Ye 1 
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Quem recitas meus eff, O Fidentine, libellus; 
Sed male cum recitas incifit eſſe tuus. 
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DEDICATION. 


M r. Bentley, 


Have often (ablegt this rio 8 
being in the Preſs) been impor- 
3 tun'd for a Preface, which you, 
A hee 1 ſuppoſe, would have ſpoke 
2 ſomething in Vindication of the 
Comedy; Now to pleaſe; you, Mr. Bentley, 
I will as briefly as I can ſpeak my Mind upon 
that Occaſion, which you may be pleas'd to 
accept of, both as a Dedication to yourſelf, 
and next as a Preface to the Book. 

And I am not a little proud, that it has 
happen'd into my Thoughts to be the firſt 
who in theſe latter Years has made an Epiſtle 
Dedicatory to his Stationer : It is a Compli- 
ment as reaſonable as it is juſt. For, Mr. 
Bentley, you pay honeſtly for the Copy; and 
an Epiſtle to you is a ſort of an Acquittance, 
and may be probably welcome ; when to a 


Ferſon of a higher Rank and Order, it ow 
ike 


7 


'DED ICATION. S 


ING" ee be knows 
de does not deſerve, and therefore is very un⸗ 
willing to part with ready M r. 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, de⸗ 


ee. Friends and Acquaintance, I believe it 


is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in 


its behalf, as heretofore has been for a great 


many others. But of all the apiſn Qualities: 
about me, I have not that of being fond of. 
my own Iſſue; nay, I muſt confeſs myſelf a 
very unnatural Parent, for when it 1s once 
brought into the World, e'en let the Brat. 
ſbifc for itſelf, I ſay. 

This is, Mr. Bentley, all 1 mall ſay in Be- 


half of my Play: Wherefore I: throw it into 


your Arms; make the beſt of it you can; 
_—_ it to your Cuſtomers ; ſell Ten Thou- 


and of them, if poſſible, and then * 12 


compleat the Wiſhes. of 
i © Your Friend aud Servant, 


LJ 


© tt Fu. Orway, 


— 


ee e er Nr e 


By the Lord FALKLAND. 


Orſaken Dames, with leſs Concern, refle# 
Ov their inconflant Heroes cold neg leck, 


Than we, ( provott'd by this ungrateful Age). 
Bear the hard Fate of our abandon d Stage; 


With Grief vn fac you Hud from our Arms, 
And curſe the feeble Virtue of our Charm: : 
Curſe your falſe Hearti, for nant ſo falſe as they, 
And curſt the Eyes that flole thoſe Hearts away. 
Remember, faithl:fs Friends, there was a Time, 

' ( But ob the Jad Remembrance of our Prime 
When to our Arms with eager Jeys ye flew, 

And we beliewd your treach'rous Hearts as true 
Ae eter was Nymph of ours to one of you. 


Fraught with * Sins, and Abſolutions toa : 
To her are all your pious Vows addreft, 

She's both your Love's and your Religions Toft 
The faire Prelate of ben Time, and be. 

Me own her more deſerving far than we, 

A juft Excuſe for your ,,. 

Yet 'twas unkindly done to leave us ſo; 

Firſ to: betray with Love, and then undo, 

A honvid Cnime y are all addicted to. 

Too ſoon, alas | your Appetites are cloy'd, 
And Phillis rules no more when once enjoy'd * 
But all raſh. Quubs of Lowe and Conflancy, 
With the too-ſbort forgotten Pleaſures die: 


Whilſt Be, pear Soul, ub of bir dare Za 


Gill drudges on with vain Defire to pleaſe: 5 


PROLOGUE, 


Wo 


But a more po fu“ Saint enjoys you new 3 ® Pope Joan. 


$ 


? 


Aud 


C.-K PROLOGUE. | 
And ref follews you from Place to Plac, ö 
For Tributes due to ber Autumnal Face. 

Deſerted thus by ſuch ungrateſul Min, © CT. 
Hew can we hope you'll er return agen r 
Here's no new Charm to tempt ye as before, ? 


* 
„„ „ c 


Wit now's our only Treaſure left in Store, 
And that's a Coin will paſs with you nomare: _ 
You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, 1 | 


0 
N 


(True Bullies ! quiet when there's Danger near] 
Shew your great Souls in damning Poets here. 


pL my - V2 Vo Co co - 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
| MEN. 


Captain Daten, dS e. 
; - Courtine, r Smith, 1 
Sir Day Dunce, PAS "5 20; Rs. 
S.r Jolly „ Jumble, Ck, Mr. Leigh. ' 
Fourbin, a Servant to Beaugard, Mr. Jen. 
Blooay- Bones, Mr. Richards, 
len, à Servant to Sir Devy, . Gris — 91 


WO ME Nr. 1 
Lady Dunce, | 1 Mes. Barre. 


* Sylvia, Mrs, Price. -. 
| Maid. 5 


Er 
Wi 


A Conſtable and Watch.. 
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ACE: SCENE L 


Enter BEAUGARD, Senn Jy FoURBIN.. 


BEAUGARD. 

Por o' Fortune! Thou art always teazing 
me about Fortune: Thou riſeſt in a Morn- 
g with ill-luck in thy Mouth ; nay, never 
yy cateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt two Hours 
after it, with thinking where to get the 
next. Fortune be damn'd, ſince the World's ſo wide. 

. COURTINE. 

As wide as it is, tis ſo. throng'd and, cramm'd with 

Knaves and Fools, that an honeſt Man can hardly. get a 


living in it. 8 
BEAUGARD.....- 
Do, rail, Courtine, do: It may get thes Employment 
COURTINE.. 


At you IT ought to rail; twas your — we let our 
Employment abroad to come home and be loyal, and now 
we as loyally ſtarve for it. | 

, BEAUGARD. 

Did not thy Anceſtors do't | before thee, Man ? 4 

N tell thee, Loyalty and Starving are all one. The old 
Cavaliers 
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Cavaliers got ſuch a Trick of it in the King's Exile, that 
their Poſterity could never thrive ſince. 
 COURTINE. 

'Tis a fine Equipage I am like to be reduc'd to; I ſhall 
be ere long as greaſy as an Aſſutian Bully; this flopping 
Hat, pin'd up on one Side, with a ſandy weather-beaten 
Peruke, dirty Linen, and, to compleat the Figure, a long 
ſcandalous iron Sword jarring at my Heels ; like a—— 

BEAUGARD. 

Snarling, tou meaneſt like its Maſter, 

COURTINE. 

My Companion's the worthy Knight of the moſt Noble 
Order of the Poſt : Your Peripatetic Philoſophers of the 
Temple-walks, Rogues in Rags, and yet not honeſt ; Vil- 
Jains that undervalue Damnation, ſtill forſwear themſelves 
for a' Dinner. and hang their Fathers for half a Crown. 

BEAUCGARD. 


Lam aſham'd to hear a Soldier aſk of Sue. 4 
COURTINE. LOVES 


Why, what ſhall I do? I can't 1 
Tho“ thou canft not ſteal, thou haſt Aber viees enough 
for any ng Fellow to live comfortably upon. 


"COURTINE. 
What t wouldg thou have me turn Raſcal, and run 
—Cheating up and down the Town for a Livelihood ? I 
would no more keep a Blockhead Company, and endure 
his nauſeous Nonſenſe, in hopes to get him, than I would 
be a Drudge to an old Woman with rheumatic Eyes, 
hollow. Teeth, and ſtinking Breath, for a Penſion : Of all 

Rogues I would not be a Foolmonger. 

BEA U GARD. 

How well this Niceneſs becomes thee ! I'd fain fee thee 
een turn Parſon in a Pet, o'purpoſe to rail at all thoſe 
Vices which [ know thou naturally art fond of. Why 
ſurely an old Lady's Penſion need not be ſo deſpicable in 
the Eyes of a diſhanded Officer as Times go, F _— 2 


2 * 
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COURTINE, 

I am glad, Beaugard, you think ſo. 

REAUGARD. 

Why thou ſhalt think ſo too, Man ; be rul'd by me, 
and Vil bring thee into good Company, Families, Cour- 
tine, Families, and ſuch Families, where Formality's a 
Scandal, and Pleaſure is thh Bufineſs z where the Women 
are all wanton, and the Men are all witty, you Rogue. 

CQURTINE. 

What ſome of your Worſhip's Wapping Acquaintance, 

that you made laſt Time you came over for Recruits, and 


ſpirited away your Landlady's Davghter a Volunteering 


with you into France. 
 _BE£E4UGARD. 

I'll bring thee, Courtine, where Cuckoldom's in credit, 
and Leudneſs laudable, where thou fhalt wallow in 
Pleaſures and Prefermenu, revel all Day, and every Night 
lie in the Arms of melting Beauty, ſweet as Roſcs, and as 
Spriogs refreſhing. 

| 0 OURTINE, 

Pr'ythee don't talk thus; I bad rather thou wouldf tell 
me where new Levies are to be rais'd : A Pox of Whores, 
when a Man bas not Money to make em comfortable, 


BEAUGARD. 

That ſhall ſhower upan us in abundance 3 and for 
inſtance, know to thy everlaſting Amazement, all this 
dropt out of the Clouds to-day, 

| COURTINE, 

Ha ! Gold by this Light! 

 FOURBIN. 

Out of the Clouds 

BEAUGARD. 

Ay Gold ! does it not ſmell of the ſweet Hand that 
ſent it? ſmell——ſmell you Dog —— {To Fourbio. 
[Fourbin ni te the Handful of Gold, and gathers up. 

Jome Pitces is bis Mouth. 


FOUR: 


— — — — ˙ A A nn 


— 
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FOURBIN. 

Truly. Sir, of heav'nly Sweetneſs, and very refreſhipg, 
COURTINE, 

Dear Beaugard, if thou haſt any Good. nature in thee; 
if thou wilt not have me hang myſelf before my Time, 
tell me where the Devil haunts that helpt thee to this, 
that I may go make a Bargain with him preſently : 
Speak, ſpeak, or I'm a loſt Man. | 

BEAUGARD. 

Why thou muſt know this Devil, which I have given 
my Soul to already, -and muſt I ſuppoſe have my Body 
very ſpeedily, lives I know not where, and may for aught 
I know be a real Devil; but if it be, tis the beſt natur'd 
Devil under Bee/zebub's Dominions, that I'll ſwear to. 

2 COURTINE. 
But how came the Gold, then ? | 
BEAUGARD. | | 

To deal freely with my Friend, I am 1 happen'd 
into the Acquaintance of a very Reverend Pimp, as fire 
a diſcreet, ſober, grey-bearded old Gentleman as one 
would wiſh, as good a natur'd public-ſpirited Perſon as 
the Nation holds ; one that is never ſo happy as when he 
is bringing good People together, and pramating civil 
Underſtanding betwixt the Sexes : Nay, rather tban want 
Employment he will go from one End of the 'Town to 
t'other, to procure my Lord's little Dog to be civil to wy 
Lady's little languiſhiog Bitch. 

COURTINE. 

A very worthy Member of the Commonwealth! 1 

BEA UG ARD. 

This noble Perſon one Day—but Four bin can vive you 
a more particular Account of the Matter. Sweet Sir, if 
you pleaſe tell us the Story of the firſt Encounter betwixt 
you and Sir Folly Jumble ; you muſt know that's his Title, 

'FOURBIN. 


Sir, ir ſhall be done Walking one Day upon the 


Piazza, about three of the Clock. i'ch' Afternoon, to get 
> % me 
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me a Stomach to my Dinner, I chanc'd to encounter a 
Perſon of goodly Preſence and worthy Appearance ; his 
Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his Countenance 


ruddy, plump, ſmooth and chearful ; who perceiving me 
alſo equipt, as I am, with a Mien and Air which might 


well inform him I was a Perſon of no inconfiderable Qua- 
lity, came very reſpectfully up to me, and after the uſual 
Ceremonies between Perſons of Parts and Breeding had 
paſt, very humbly enquir'd of me what it was o'Clock— 
I preſently underſtood by the Queſtion that he was a Man 
of Parts and Bufinefs, told him, I did preſume it was at 
moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 
BEAUGARD. 
Very Court-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think, 
 FOURBIN. 
The Freedom of Commerce encreafing after POE 
little inconfiderable Queſtions pour paſſer le temps, and ſo, 


he was pleas'd to offer me the Courteſy of a Glaſs of 


Wine: | told him I very ſeldom drank, but if be fo 


pleas'd, I would do myſelf the Honour to preſent him 


with a Diſh of Meat at an Eating-Houſe hard by, where 
] had an Intereſt, 
COURTINE. 

Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Bangard, is 

as accompliſh'd a Perſon as any of the Employment I 


ever ſaw. 
BEAUGARD. 
Let the Rogue go on. 
_ FOURBIN. 

In ſhort we agreed and went together : As ſoon as 
we entered the Room, I am your moſt humble Servant, 
Sir, ſays he——1I am the meaneſt of your Vaſſals, Sir, 
laid I—I am very happy in lighting into the Acquain- 
tance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to be, 


Sir, ſaid he again—Worthy, Sir Folly, then came I up- 
on him again on t'other fide (for you muſt know by that 
Time I grop'd on his . I kifs your Hands iow the 

| Bottom 


| 
| 
| 
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Bottom of my Heart, which I ſhall be always ready to 


lay at your Feet. 
COURTINSE. | 
Well, Fourbin, and what reply'd the Kaight then ? N 
FOURBIN. ö 
Nothing, he bad nothing to ſay; his Senſe was tranf. 5 


ported with Admiration of my Parts: So we fat down, q 
and after ſome Pauſe, he defired to know by what Title ] 
he was to dillinguiſh the Perſon who had ſo highly ho- he 


hour'd him; til 


_BEAUGARD. he 
That is as much as to ſay, Bir, whoſe Raſcal you were. lo 
POURBIN. 


Sir you may make as bold with your poor Slave as you 
pleaſe I told him thoſe that knew me well were 
pleas'd to call me the Chevalier Fourbin, that I was a 
Cadet of that antient Family the Fourbondis z and that I 
had the Honour of ſerving the great Monarch of Frante pi 
in his Wars in Flanders, where 1 contracted great Fami- 
1 liarity and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Engli pie 
A | Troops 1 in that Yervice, one Captain Beaugard. 
1 BEAU GARD. 

1 Oh, Sir, you did me too much Honour. What a true · | 


| | bred Rogue's this ! 

4 COURTINE. d 

1 Well, but the Money, Fourbin, the — 8 Dex 

N | FOURBIN. Fat 

£ | Beaugard, hum Beaugatd lays he ay it muſt be ſo, 

1 a black Man is he not) —ay, ſays I, blackiſh= A 
a dark browr full fac'd——yes——a fly ſubtle baſe 
ö obſerving Eye ?—the ſame a ſtrong - built well-made red, 


| Man ?—right——a devilliſh Fellow for a Wench, 4 Peac 
| devilliſh Fellow for a Wench, I warrant him? a thunder- Fort 


0 ing Rogue upon occaſion, Bangard a thundring Fellow tune 
for a Wench, I muſt be acquainted-with him. | rery 
if COURTINE. | hope 
0 But to the Money, the Money, Man, that's ; the Thing WW neve 


| I would be acquainted withal. 


B FE 4. 
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BEAU GARD. 
This civil Gentleman of the Chevalier's Acquaintance 
comes Yeſterday Morning to my Lodging, and ſeeing my 
picture in Miniature upon the Toilet, told me with the 
greatelt Ecſtacy inthe World, that was the thing he came 
to me about: He told me there was a Lady of his Ace- 
quaintance had ſome favourdble Thoughts of me, and 
1 gad, ſays he, ſhe's a Hummer; ſuch a Bona Roba, ha, 
ha, ha. So without more zdo begs me to lend it him 
till Dinner (for we concluded to eat together) fo away 
be ſcuttled with as great Joy as if be had found the Phi- 
loſopher's ſtone. | | 
COURTINE. 


BEAUGARD. 3 

At Locket's we met again; where after a thouſand Gri- 
maces to ſhew how much he was pleas'd, inſtead of my 
Picture, preſents me with the Contents aforeſaid ; and 
told me the Lady deſir d me to accept of em for the 
Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withal, as well 
as with the Original, 


COURTINE, 


BEAUGARD. . 

Now, whereabouts this taking Quality lies in me, the 

Devil take me, Ned, if 1 know : But the Fates, Ned, the 
Fates | 


Very well, 


rue- Ha! 


COURTINE, 

A Curſe on the Fates! Of all Strumpets, Fortune's the 
baſeſt ; 'was Fortune made me à Soldier, a Rogue in 
red, the Grievance of the Nation; Fortune made the 
Peace juſt when we were upon the Brink of a War; then 
Fortune diſbanded us, and loft us two Months Pay: For- 
tune gave'us Debentures inſtead of ready Money, and by 
very good Fortune I fold mine, and loſt heartily by it, in 
hopes the grinding ill-natur'd Dog that bought it will 
never get a Shilling fort.. 

2 


BEAU- 


* — " 
* —— 
—_ — —— —  _ iO 


muſt preſerye Correſpondence ; we have ſhar'd goat 
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BEA AD. x 
Leave off thy railing for ſhame, it looks like a Cut : 


that barks for want of Bones. Come, Times may —_— 


and an honeſt Soldier be in faſhion again 
COURTINE. —_— 

Theſe greaſy, fat, unwieldy wheezing Rogues. hy 
live at Home, and brood over their Bags, when a Fit of 
Fear's upon 'em, then if one of us paſs but by, all the 
Family is ready at the Door to cry, Heavens bleſs you; 


g % 
. 
A 


Sir, the Laird go along with you. 1 
. BEAUGARD. 1 
Ah good Men, what pity tis ſuch proper ode 
ſhould ever be out of Employment. 
COURTINVE. 


But when the Buſineſs is over, then every Pariſh Baud 
that goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and pays 
but Scot and Lot to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out, Fough, ye 
louſy Red-Coat Rake-hells ! hout, ye Caterpillars, ye L 
cuſts of the Nation; you are the Dogs that would enſlavey 
us all, 2 our Shops, and raviſh our W ye: 
Scoundrels, w if | 

BEAUGARD. 1 

I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, it would 
deſtroy Commerce, and many a good ſober Matrog 
about this Town might loſe the ſelling of her Daughter 
Maidenhead, which were a great Grievance to the Pecs 
ple, and a particular Branch of Property loſt. Fearing 
FOUR BIN. 4 

Your Worſhip's Pleaſu re? 9 
BEAUGARD. —— 

Run, like a Rogue as you are, and try to o find Sir Folly 
and deſire him to meet me at the Blze- Pefts in the H 
market about Twelve ; we'll dine together: I muſt inquird| 
farther into Yeſterday's Adventure; in the mean time 
Ned, here's half the Prize to be doing withal ; old Friend 


Fortune together, and bad ſhall never part us. 4 
co ux 


4 
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COURTINE. 
Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this: Haſt 
thou no more Grace than to be a true Friend ? nay, to 
part with thy Money to thy Friend ; I grant you, a 
Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his Friend, Pimp for 
his Friend, hang for his Friend, and ſo forth; but to part 
with ready Money is the Devil. . 

BEAUGARD. (| 
Stand aſide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder's Sir 


Joly coming: Now Courtine will I ſhew thee the Flower 
of Knighthood. Ah Sir Folly | 


Enter Sir Joly JuMsB k. 
Sir Fly FUMBLE. 
My Hero! My Darling! my Ganymed: ! how doſt 
thou; Strong! wanton ! luſty | rampant ! hah, ab, ah! 
She's thine Boy, odd ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, 


wanton ! hah, ah, ah! Ah Rogue! ah Rogue! here's 
Shoulders | here's Shape | there's a Foot and Leg, here's 
a Leg, here's a Leg——Qua-a-a-a a. 
[Squeaks like a Cat, and tickles Beaugard's Legs. 
COURTINE, 
What an old Goat's this? 
Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 
Child, Child, Child, who's that ? a Friend of thine ? 
a Friend o thine ? A pretty Fellow, odd a very pretty 
Fellow, and a ſtrong Dog I'll warrant him. How doſt 
do, dear Heart? pr'ythee let me kiſs thee. I' ſwear and 
vow I will kiſs thee ; ha, ha, he, he, be, he, a Toad, a 
Toad, oh Toa-a-a-ad ——— | 
8$SEAUGARD. 
But the Lady, Sir Joly, that Lady, how does the 
Lady ? what ſays the Lady, Sir Folly ? 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
What ſays the Lady! why ſhe ſays—ſhe ſays—odd ſhe 
has a delicate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo red, ſo hard, ſo plump, 


ſo blub, I fancy I am eating Cherries every Time I think 
Var, II. G on't 
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and for her Neck arid Breaſts, and her——odds Life; 
Fil fay no more, not a Word more, but I know, I 


W 


BEA U GARD. 

Jam ſorry for that with all my Heart; do you know, 
ſay you, Sir, and would you put off your mumbled a 
your Offal upon me? — 

Sir Folly FUMBL E. 

Huſh, huſh. huſh ! have a Care; as I live and breathe, 
not I; alack and well-a-day, I am a poor old Fellow, 
decay'd and undone: All's gone with me, Gentlemen, 


but my good Nature; odd I love to know how Matters 


go tho” now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and a young 
Fellow touze and rouze and frouze and mouze ; odd I 


love a young Fellow dearly, faith dearly 
|  COURTINE. 


This is the moſt extraordinary Rogue I ever met withal. 


BEA U GARD. 
But Sir Jolly in the firſt place, you muſt know I have 


ſworn never to marry. 
: Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
I would not have thee, Man, 1 am a Batchelor my- 
ſelf, and have been a Whore-Maſter all my Life; be- 


ſides ſhe's married already, Man, her Huſband's an old 
greaſy, untoward, ill-natur'd, flovenly, tobacco-taking 


Cuckold ; but plaguy jealous. 


BEAUGARD. 
Already a Cuckold, Sir 7h? 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
No, that ſhall be ; my Boy, thou ſhalt make him one, 
and Ill pimp for thee, dear Heart; and ſhan't I hold 


the Door? ſhan't I peep ? hah, ſhan't I, you Devil, yu | 


little Dog, ſhan't I ? 
BEAUGARD, 


What Is't I'd not grant to oblige my Patron? 
Sir Jolly FUMBEE. | 
And then doſt thou hear, I have a W for 
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thee in my own Houſe: doſt hear old Soul, in my own 

Houſe, ſhe lives the very next Door, Man, there's but a 

Wall to part her Chamber and thine; and then for a Peep. 

Hole, odds fiſh I have a Peep-Hole for thee ; 'sbud III 

ſhew thee, Pll ſhew thee— NY. 
BEAU GAR D., 

But when, Sir Jolly? J am in haſte, im 
Sir folly FUMBLE. . 1 

Why this very Night, Man ; poor * s in —_ 

poor Rogue; but hear you 

 _COURTINE. 


Sir Fall FUMBLE. 
Shan't we dine together? 
| BEAUGAR D. 
With all my Heart. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
The Maw begins to empty, get you before, and ſpeak 


Dinner at the Blue-Pofts, while I ſtay behind and gather 
up a Diſh of Whores for a Deſert. 


COURTINE. 
Be ſure that they be lewd, drunken, ſtripping Whores, 
Sir Jolh, that wont be affectedly ſqueamiſh and troubleſom. 
Sir Jolly JUMB LE. 
I warrant you. 
COURTINE, 
love awelldiſciplin'd Whore that ſhews all the Tricks 
of her Profeſſion with a Wink, like an old Soldier that 
uaderſtands all his Exerciſe by beat of Drum. 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
Ah Thief, ſay*ſt thou ſo! I muſt be better acquainted 
with that Fellow; he has a notable Noſe, a hard brawny 
Carle—true and truſty, and Mettle I'll warrant him, 
BEAUGARD. 
Well, Sir Jolly, you'll not fail us? 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Fail all yet am 1 a Knight? hark ye, Boys: I'll muſter 
| G 2 this 
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The matter ? 


| 
| 
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this Evening ſuch a Regiment of rampant, roaring, myſte- 
rious Whores, that ſhall make more Noiſe than if all the 


Cats in the Haymarket were in Conjunction. Whores, ye 
Rogues, that ſhall ſwear with you, drink with you, talk 
bawdy with you, fight with you, ſcratch with you, lie 
with you, and go to the Devil with you, Shan't we be 
very merry, hah !J—— 
2 COURTINE, 

As merry asWine, Women,and Wickednefs can make us, 
5 Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 

Odd that's well ſaid again, very well ſaid ; as merry as 
Wine, Women and Wickedneſs can make us: I love a 
Fellow that's very wicked dearly : methinks there's a 
Spirit in him, there's a fort of tantara rara ; tantara rara, 
ah, ah hh; well, and won't ye, when the Women come, 
won't ye, and ſhall I not ſee a little Sport amongſt you? 
well get ye gone; ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, III 
be with you, da, da [Ex. Beau and Cour, 

Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullics. 
i BULLY. 5 

In the Name of Satan, what Whores are thoſe in their 
Copper trim, yonder ? 
TEN i WHORE. 
Well, I'll ſwear, Madam, *tis the fineſt Evening; I 
love the Mall mightily. #20 | 
| 2 BULLY. 

Let's huzza the Bulkers. 

2 WHORE. 
Really,.and ſo do I ; becauſe there's always good Com- 
pany, and one meets with ſuch Civilities from every body. 
144 7 4+ en 
Damn'd Whores, hout ye filthies. 
70 3 HORE. | 

Ay, and then I love extremely to ſhew myſelf here, 
when I am very fine, to vex thoſe poor Devils that call 
theraſelves virtuous, and are very ſcandalous and crapiſh, 
I' ſwear ; O crimine, whoſe's y onder l Sir 7 «ly Tumble. 

„ i BULLY. 


tic 
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1 BULLY. 

Fogh ! let's leave the naſly Sows to Fools and Diſcaſes, 
1 WHORE. 

Oh Papa, Papa ! where have you been theſe two _—_— 

Papa ? 
2 WHORE, © 
You are a precious Father indeed, to take no more care 


of your Children; we might be dead for all you, you 
naughty Dady, you? 
Sir Joiy FUMBLE. 

Dead, my poor Fubſes ! odd I had rather all the R 
lations I have were dead, a dad I had: Get you pou. 
you little Devils Bobbie oh Law there's Bubbies l odd 
I'll bite 'em, odd, I will. 

1 W HORE... 

Nay, fy, Papa, I'll ſwear you'll make me angry, ex- 
cept you carry us, and treat us to- night; 3 you have pro- 
mis'd me a Treat this Week, won't you, Papa 2 

2W HOR E. 

Ay, won't you, Dad? 

Sir Jolly FUMBLE, 

Odds ſo, odds ſo, well remember'd! get you gone, 
don't ſtay talking ; get you gone, yonder's a great Lord, 
the Lord Beaugard, and his Couſin the Baron, the Coun, 
the Marquis, the Lord knows what, Monſieur Courtine, 
newly come to Town, odds ſo. 

3zVHORE. 
Oh Law, where Dady, where? Oh dear, a Lord:. 
i WHORE. 


Well, you are the pureſt Papa; but where bedey mun, 


Papa—— 
Sir Folly FUMB L E.. 

I won't tell you, you Gipſies, ſo I won't—except you 
tickle me—sbud they are brave Fellows, all tall, and not 
a Bit ſmall ; odd one of em has a deviliſh deal of Money. 

1 WHORE, 
Oh dear, but which is he, Papa? 
G3 2 WHORE. 
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| 2 WHORE. 
| Shan!t I be in love with him, Dady ? 


e ee | | 

What no body tickle me! no body tickle me ! not yet 
tickle me a little, Ma/h—tickle me a little, Jenny do 
He, he, he, he, he, he They tickle him] No more, oh 
dear, oh dear ! poor Rogues, ſo, ſo, no more, nay, if 
you do, if you do, odd I'll, III, 11 — 

; WHORE, 

What will you do trow ? 

Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 

Come along with me, come along with me, ſneak 
after me at a Diftance, that no body take notice : ſwinging 
Fellows, Mally—ſwinging Fellows Jenny, a deviliſh deal 
of Money : Get you afore then, you little Dipdappers, ye 
Waſps, ye Wagtails, get you gone; I ſay ſwinging 
Fellows [Ex. Sir Jolly with the Whores, 


Enter Lady Duncs and SYTLVIA. 
Lady DUNCE. 


Die a Maid, Sylvia, fy, for ſhame ! what a ſcanda- 


lous Reſolution's that: Five thouſand Pounds to your Por. 

tion, and leave it all to Hoſpitals, for the innocent Re- 

creation hereafter of leading Apes in Hell? fy for ſhame ! 
SYLYI1A. 

Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your Con- 

ſort, Sir Davy, might do much with me; 'tis an un- 

ſpeakable Bleſſing to lie all Night by a Horſe-load of Diſ- 


eaſes; a beaſtly, unſavory, old, groaning, grunting Wheaz- 


ing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he is going to, al- 
ready, From ſuch a Curſe, and Hair- cloth next my Skin, 
good Heaven deliver me. 

Tay DUNC E. 

Thou miſtakeſt the Uſe of a Huſband, y lia. They 
are not meant for Bedfellows z heretofore indeed *twas a 
fulſom Faſhion, to lie o' Nights with a Husband ; but 
the World's improv'd and Cuſtoms alter'd. 


VIA. 
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SYLYLIIA. | D 
Pray inſtruct me then what the Uſe af a Husband is. 
Lady DUNCE, © 
 Infteadofa Gentleman Uther for Ceremonies ſake, to 
be in waiting on ſet Days, and particular Occaſions ; but 
the Friend, Couſin, is the Jewel unvaluable. 
STLVIA. . 

But Sir Davy, Madam, will be difficult to be ſo o- 

verned ; I am miſtaken if his Nature is not too n 0 


be blinded. 
Lady DUN C E. 

So much the better; of all, the jealous Fool is eaſieſt 
to be deceived: For obſerve, where there's Jealouſy 
there's always Fondneſs; which if a Woman, as ſhe 
ought to do, will make the right Uſe of, a Husband's 
Fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one Side, as his Dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other. 

SYLFIA. 

Is your Piece of Mortality ſuch a doting Doddle ? is 
he ſo very fond of you? 

Lag DUN CE. 

No, but he has the Vanity to think that I am very 
fond of him ; and if he be jealous, *tis not ſo much for 
fear I do abuſe, as that in Time I may, and therefore im- 
poſes this Confinement on me; tho? he has other Diver- 
tiſements that take him off from my Enjoyment, which 
make him ſo loathſom no Woman but muſt hate 8. 

8STLVIA. 

His private Divertiſements I am a Stranger to. 

Lady DUNCE. 

Then for his Perſon * tis incomparably odious ; he has 
ſuch a Breath, one Kiſs of him were enough to cute the 
Fits of the Mother, tis worſe than A Fælida. 

SYLYIA. 

Oh hideous ! 

La DUNCE. | 

Every thing that's naſty he 2 , clean Linnen he aps 

4 
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is unwholeſom ; and to make him more charming, he's 
continually eating of Garlic and chewing Tobacco. 
SYLYI 4. | 
Fogh ! this is Love! this is the Bleſſing of Matrimony, 
Lacy DUNCE. 

Rail not ſo unreaſonably againſt Love, Sylvia. As I 
have dealt freely, and acknowledged to thee the Paſſion 
J have for Beaugard, ſo methinks, Sylvia need not con- 
ceal her good Thoughts of her Friend. Do not I know 
Courtine ſticks in thy Stomach, 

 STYTLIFY TIA. 

If he does I'll aſſure you he ſhall never get to my Heart, 
But can you have the Conſcience to love another Man 
now you are married ? What do you think will become 


of you ? 
Laq DUNCE. 

I tell thee, Ivia, I was never married to that Engine 
we have been talking of ; my Parents indeed made me 
ſay ſomething to him after a Prieſt once, but my Heart 
went not along with my Tongue. I minded not what 
it was: For my Thoughts, Sylvia, for theſe ſeven Years 
have been much better employ'd—Beavgard ! Ah Curſe 
on the Day that firſt ſent him into France / 

SYLY IA. 

Why ſo, I beſeech you ? 

Lady DUNCE. 

Had he ſtay'd here, f had not been ſacrificed to the 
Arms of this Monument of Man, for the Bed of Death 
could not be more cold than his has been : He would 
have deliver d me from the Monſter, for even then [ lov'd 
him, and was apt to think my Kindneſs not neglected. 

SYLLTI 4. 
I find indeed your Lacyſhip has good Thoughts of him. 
Lay DUNCE. 

Surely 'tis impoſſible to think too well of him, for he 
has Wit enough to call his Good-nature in queſtion, and 
yet Good-nature enough to make his Wit ſuſped ed. 
SILVIA. 
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: STLFYIA. | 

But how do you hope ever to get ſight of him? Sir 
Davy's Watchfulueſs is invincible. I dare ſwear he wou'd 
ſmell out a Rival if he were in the Houſe, only by natural 
Inſtinct, as ſome that always ſweat when a Cat's in the 
' Room. Then again, Beaugard's a Soldier, and that's a 

Thing the old Gentleman, you know, loves dearly. 

n Lay DUNCE. 

There lies the greateſt Comfort of my uneaſy Life ; . 
he is one of thoſe Fools forſooth, that are led by the 
Noſe by Knaves who rail againſt the King and the Go- 
vernment, and is mightily fond of being thought of a 
Party, I have had hopes this Twelve-month to have 
heard of his being in the Gate- Houſe for Treaſon, 

S$YEF#&: 
But I find only yourſelf the Priſoner all this white, . 
Lady DUNCE. 
At preſent indeed i am ſo; but Fortune I hope in. a 
ſmile, would*ſ thou but be my Friend, Sylvia. 
STLV IA. 
In any miſchievous Deſign with all my Heart. 
Lady DUNCE. 

The Concluſion, Madam, may turn to your Satiefars > 

tion 3 but have you no Thoughts of Caurtine ? 
ST LF14. 

Not I, Tul adure you, Couſin. 

Lay DUNCE. i 

You don't think him well ſhap'd, ſtraight, and propor- 


ti onable ? 
SYLY14. J 


Conſidering he eats but once a Week, the Man's well 
Lady 


enough. 
DUNCE. 
And then he wears his Cloaths, you know filthily, and 
like a horrid. Sloven. 
STLYIA. 
N enough of all CE with a — 
$ 
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red Coat, which his Taylor duns him for to this Day, over 
which a great broad greaſy Buff- Belt, enough to turn any 
one's Stomach but a disbanded Soldier ; a Peruke ty'd up 
in a Knot, to excuſe its want of Combing ; and then 
becauſe he has been a Man at Arms, he muſt wear two 
Truffles of a Beard forſooth, to lodge a Dunghil of Snuff 
© ppon, to keep his Noſe in good Humour. 

 ZaqqDUNCE, 
Nay, now I am ſure that thou loveſt him. 

"3&7 .£ © Tk 

So far from it, that I proteſt eternally againſt the whole 


y Sex. 
Lady DUN CE. 
That Time will beſt demonſtrate, in the mean while 
to our Buſineis. 
11 
As how, Madam ? 
 LahDUNCE: 

To-night muſt I ſee Beaugard, they are this Minute 
at Dinner in the Hay-market ; now to make my evil Ge- 
nius, that haunts me every where, my thing call'd a Hus- 
band, himſelf to aſſiſt his poor Wife at a dead lift, I 
think would not be unpleaſant. 

STLYIA. 

But *twill be impoſſible. 

Tay DUNCE. 

Iam apt to be perſuaded rather very eaſy 3 you know 
our good and friendly N Fr, Sir Zolly Janble. 


Out on him, Ik, he's always talking filthy to a 
Body ; if he fits but at the Table with one, he'll be 
making naſty Figures in the Napkins. 

Lady DUNCE. «+ 

He and my ſweet Yoke-Fellow are the moſt intimate 

Friends in the World; ſo that partly out of neighbourly 


Kindneſs, as well as the great Delight he takes to be 


meddling with' Matters of this Nature, with a great deal 
of Pains and Induſtry he has procut'd me Brangard's Pic- 
Ok 4 | ture, 
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ture, and given him to underſtand how well a Friend of 
his in Petticoats, call'd myſelf, wiſhes him. 
. . STEFIA. | 
But what is all this to the making your Husband inſtru- 
mental? for I muſt confeſs of all = a Hand 8 
the thing that's odious to me. . 
Lady DU NVC E. ” 
That muſt be done this Night: I'll inſtantly to my 
Chamber, take my Bed in a Pet, and ſend for Sir Davy. 
| SYLYP I A. . 
But which Way then muſt the Lover come ? 
Lady DUNCE, | 
Nay, I'll betray — him, ſhew him the Pitture 
he ſent me, and beg of him as he tenders his own Ho- 
nour and my Quiet, to take ſome Courſe to ſecure me 
rom the ſcandalous Solicitations of that impudent Fellow, 
m—_— 7 F- 
And ſo make him the Property, the Go- between, to 
bring the Affair to an Iſſue the more Ry, 3 
: La DUNCE. | 
Right Sylvia, tis the beſt Office a Husband can do a 
Wife; I mean an old Husband ; bleſs us, to be yok'd in 
3 with a Paralytic coughing decrepid Dotrel, to 
be a Dry-nurſe all one's life-time to an old Child of 
ſixty- five, to lie by the Image of Death a whole Night, 
a dull Immoveable, that has no Senſe of Life but thro? 
its Pains z the Pigeon's as happy that's laid to a ſick Man's 
Feet, when the World has given him over: For * part 
this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer. | 
Curſt be the Memory, nay doubly curſt, 
Of her that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt; ' . | 
Tho? worn with Years, with fruitleſs Wiſhes full, 2 
_ "Tis all Day troubleſom, and all Night dull. 
Who wed with Fools, indeed-lead happy lives, 
Fools are the fitteſt fineſt things for Wives: 
Yet old Men Profit bring, as Fools bring Eaſe, 
And both make Youth and Wit much better pleaſe. 


[Exeunt. 
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Ac U. SCENE I. 


E-ter Sir Joiby 8 BzaucarD, CounTing, 
| and FOURBIN. 


' COURTINE. 
g* Jolly is the Glory of the Age. 

Sir fly FUMBLE. 

' Nay, now, Sir, you honour me too far. 
BEAUGARD. 

He's che Delight of the young, and Wonder of the old; 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

I ſwear, Gentlemen, you make me bluſh. 
COURTINE. 

He deſerves a Statue of Gold, at the Charge of fs 


Kingdom. | 

ain Sir Folly FUMBLE. 15 
Oat upon't, fy for ſhame : I proteſt I'll leave your |! 

Company if you talk ſo ; but faith they were Whores, 


daintily dutiful Strumpets, ha! udds- bud, they d have 
| ript for t other Bottle, | | 


BEAUGARD. © 
Truly, Sir July, you are a Man of very extraordinary | 
Diſcipline, I never ſaw Whores under better Command 


in my Life. 
Sir Jely FUMBLE. 

Piſh, that's nothing, Man, nothing: I can ſend for 
forty better when I pleaſe, Doxies that will ſkip, trip, leap, 
trip, and do any thing i in the World, any thing, old Soul. 

COURTINE. 
Dear, Sik Sir Jolly, where and when ? 
Sir FOLLY. 
Odd as fimple as I ſtand here, her eden T 0. 


— 
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BEAUG ARD. 
Indeed, Sir Folly, a Knight ſay you? 
dir Jo FUMBLE. 


Ay, but a little decay'd : I'll aſſure you ſhe's a very 
good Gentlewoman born. | | 
COURTINE. 

Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too. 

Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

Ay, and ſo ſhe is. 

BEAUGARD. 

But, Sir Folly, how goes my Buſineſs forward? when 

ſhall I have a View of this Quarry I am to fly at? 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Alas-a-day, not ſo haſty ; ſoft and fair, I beſeech you. 
Ah, my little Son of Thunder, if thou hadſt her in thy 
Arms now between a Pair of Sheets, and I under the Bed 
to ſee fair Play, Boy; Gemini ! what wou'd become of 
me? what wou'd become of me ? there wou'd be Doings, 

oh lawd, I under the Bed ! 


| BEAUGARD. 
Or behind the Hangings, Sir Fo/ly, would not that do 


as well ? 
| Sir Joly FUMBLE. | 
Oh no; under the Bed againſt the World, and then it 
would be very dark, hah ! 
BEAUGARD. 
Dark to chuſe! 
Sir Foly FUMBLE, 
No, but a little Light would do well, a ſmall glimmer- 
ing Lamp, juſt enough for me to ſteal a Peep by; oh 
lamentable l oh lamentable. I won't ſpeak a Word more; 
there would be a Trick ! O rare! you Friend, O rare} 
odd ſo, not a Word more, odds ſo. Yonder comes the 
Monſter that muſt be the Cuckold eleQ ; ſep, ſtep aſide 
and obſerve him: If I ſhould be ſeen in your Companys | 
*twould ſpoil all. | 
BEAUGARD. 
For my „ran Meeting of him; one way to 


Pro- 
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promote a good Underſtanding with a Wife, i is firſt to get 
acquainted with her Husband, 


Enter Sir Davy Dvunce. 


Sir Day DUNCE. 
Well, of all Bleſſings a diſcreet Wife is the greateſt that 
can light upon a Man of Years : Had I been married to 


this time? Well, I am the happieſt old Fool! Tis a hor- 
rid Age that we live i in, ſo thatan honeſt Man can keep 
nothing to himſelf. If you have a good Eſtate, every co- 
vetuous Rogue is longing for't, (truly I love a good Eſtate 
dearly myſelf!) if you have a handſom Wife, every ſmooth 
fac'd Coxcomb will be combing and cocking at her: Fleſh 
Flies are not ſo troubleſom to the Shambles as thoſe ſort 


is a great Bleſſing, an unvaluable Treaſure, to tell me 
herſelf that a Villain had tempted her, and give me the 
very Picture, the Enchantment that he ſent to bewitch her, 
it ſtrikes me dumb with Admiration : Here's the Villain 
in Effigy. [Pulli out the Picture.] Odd a very handſom 
Fellow, a dangerous Rogue, I'll warrant him : Such Fel- 
lows as theſe now ſhould be fetter'd like unruly Colts, 
that they may not leap into other Men's Paſtures. Here's a 
Noſe now, I could find in my Heart to cut it off; damn'd 
Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight ! 
Bleſs us! what will this World come to! Well, poor Sir 
Day, down, down upon thy Knees, and thank the Stars 
for thy Deliverance. 
BEAUGARD. 

*Sdeath ! what's that I ſee ! ſure tis the very Picture 
which I ſent by Sir 7o/ly ; if ſo, by this Light I am dam- 
nably jilted, |, LAlds. 

Sir Davy DUN CE. 5 
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Surely he does not ſee us yet. 
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any thing but an Angel now, what a Beaſt had I been by 


of Inſects are to the Boxes in the Play-Houſe. But Virtue | 
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FOURBIN. 15 
See you, Sir, why he has but one Eye, and we are on 
his blind Side; Pll dumb- found him. 
[Strikes him on the Shoulder. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Who the Devil's this ? Sir, Sir, Sir, who are you, Sir ? 
.  BEAUGARD. 

Ay, ay, 'tis the ſame: Now a pox of all amorous 
Adventures: Sdeath, I'll go beat the impertinent Pimp 
that drew me into this Fooling. 

| Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Sir, methinks you are very curious. 
BEAUGARD. 
Sir, perhaps I have an extraordinary Reaſon to be ſo. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
And perhaps, Sir, I care not for you, nor your Reaſon 


neither, 
BEAUGARD. 

Sir, if you are at Leiſure, I would beg the Honour to 
ſpeak with you. | 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. © 
With me, Sir? what's your Buſineſs with me? 
BEAUGARD. 

I would not willingly be troubleſom, tho" it may be I 

am ſo at this time. | 
Sir Davy D UN C E. 

It may be ſo too, Sir. 

BEA UGAR D. 

But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you are 
would be ſo great an Honour, ſo extraordinary a Hap- 
pineſs, that I could not avoid taking this Opportunity of 
tendering you my Service. 

Sir Day DUNCE, 
Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this Fellow ? { Aſie: 

But, Sir, you were pleafed to nominate Buſineſs, Sir, I 
defire with what ſpeed you can to know your Buſineſs, 
Sir, that I may go about wy Buſineſs, 

BEA U. 


0 


* 
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BEAUGARD. 


Sir, if I might with good Manners, I ſhould be aud to 


inform myſelf whoſe Picture that is, which you have in 
your Hand; methinks it is a very fine Painting. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 


Picture, Friend, Picture ! Sir, *tis a Reſemblance of a 
very impudent Fellow, they call him Captain Beaugard, 


forſooth, but he is in ſhort a Rake-bell, a poor louſy, 


beggarly disbanded Devil ; do you know him, Friend — 


BEL UGOAR D. 
I think 1 have heard of ſuch a Vagabond : the truth 
on't is, he is a very impudent Fellow. 


Sir Day DUNC E. 
Ay, a damn'd Rogue. 


BEAUGARD. 
On a notorious Scoundrel. N 
Sir Davy DUNC E. : 
I expet ts haw this bang'd by the next Seſſions. 
|  BEAUGARD. 
| The truth on't is, he has deſery'di long 805 bat did 
you ever ſee him, Sir Davy ? ; 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
Sir does be know me ? Li.. 
BEAUGARD. on 


Becauſe I fancy that Miniature is very 857 ke hin, 


Pray, Sir, whence had it ou? 
Sir Daw DUNCE, 1 | 

Had it, Friend ? had 1 whence had it I '——bleſs us, 
| [Compares the Pickure with Beaugard'/ Face. 
what have I done now ? this is the very Traitor himſelſ⸗ 
if he ſhould be deſperate now, and put his Sword in-my 
Guts !— ſlitting my Noſe will be as bad as that, I have 
but one Eye left neither, and may be Oh but this is 


the King's Court, odd that's well remember d, he dares 


not but be civil here: Tul try to out buff him. (466 
e | | | 


8 r " -O am £&.. 
- 


The 801 vir R's ForxTUuNn® 1061 
BEAUGARD. 
Ay, Sir, whence had it you? that's Exgliſb in __ 


Country, Sir. 
Sir Davy DUV CE. 


Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal, 
"8:8 4 UG ARD. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Sir, I ſay. you are a Raſcal, if you go to that=— 
BEAUGARD. 
Sir, I am a Gentleman and Soldier, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

So much the worſe, Soldiers have been Cuckold-makers 
from the Beginning; Sir, I care not what you are; for 
ought I know you may be a— come Sir, did I never ſee 
you ? Anſwer me to that, did I never ſee you ? for aught 
I know-you may be a Jeſuit ; there were more in the laſt 
Army beſides you. 


BEAUGARD. 
Of your Acquaintance, and be hang'd. 


Sir Davy DUNCE, 

Yes to my knowledge, there were ſeveral at Houn/hoqv- 
Heath diſguiſed in dirty Petticoats, and cry'd Brandy; I 
knew a Serjeant of Foot that was familiar with one of 
them all Night in a Ditch, and fancy'd him a Woman, 
but the Devil is powerful, 


BEAUGARD. 
In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that Picture 


is mine, and I muſt have it, or I ſhall take an Opportu- 
nity to kick your Worſhip moſt inhumanly. 
Sir DwyDUNCE. 
Kick, Sir. | 


BEAUGARD. 
Ay, Sir, kick, 'tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 
; Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Sir, I am a free-born Subject of Eng/and, and there 
are Laws look you, there are Laws ; ſo I ſay you are a 
Raſcal 


How! 


0 
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Raſcal again, and now how will you help n ? poor 
Fool. | 


BEAUGAR D. 
Hark you, Friend, have you not a Wife? 


Sir Davy DUN CE. | PY 
I have a Lady, Sir—oh and ſhe's. mightily taken with Sh 
this Picture of yours; ſhe was ſo mightily proud of it ſhe Is | 
could not forbear ſhewing it me, and telling too who it He 
was ſent it her. 
BEAUGARD. 

And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has ſhe practiſed the 
Trade for any Time. 4 
el 


Sir Daw DUN 0 E. 
Trade! humph, what Trade ? what Trade? Friend. 


BEAUGARD. 
Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Catterwaul- 


ing in jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colours, when ſhe's a 
Turk under Deck: A curſe upon all honeſt Women in 
the Fleſh, that are Whores jn the Spirit. 
Sir Davy DUNCE, 
Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha: Look you, ſweet 
Soul, as I told you before, there are Laws, there are Fr 
Laws, butthoſe are things not worthy your Conſideration: * 
Beauty's your Buſineſs. But, dear Vagabond, trouble thy - 
ſelf no further about my Spouſe, let my Doxy reſt in 
Peace, ſhe's Meat for thy Maſter, old Boy; I have my 
Belly full of her every Night. 


 BEAUGARD. 
Sir, I wiſh all your noble Family hang'd from the 


bottom of my Heart. m 
: Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Moreover Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you my Wife is 


an honeſt Woman, of a virtuous Diſpoſition, one that I de 
have lov'd from her Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by her ve 
faithful dealing in this Affair, for that ſhe has diſcover'd 15 


loyally to me the treacherous Deſigns laid againſt her 
Chaſtity, and my Honour, 
| B EA U- 


th 
ne 
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BEAUGARD. | 

By this Light the Beaſt weeps! LA. 
Sir Davy DUN CE. 
Truly I cannot but weep for Joy, to think ie hap- 
py I am ina ſincere, faithful, and loving Yoke-fellow. 
She charg'd me too to tell you into the. Bargain, that ſhe 
is ſufficiently ſatisfy'd of the moſt ſecret Wiſhes of your 
Heart. 
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BEA UGAR D. 

I'm glad on't. 

Sir Dawy DUN CE. 

And that 'tis her Deſire, that you would trouble your- 
ſelf no more about the matter. 

BEAUGARD. 
With all my Heart. 
| Sir Dawy DUNCE, 
But henceforward behave yourſelf with * Diſcretion 
as becomes a Gentleman, 
BEAUGARD. 
Oh to be ſure, moſt exactly 
Sir Davy D UVC E. 

And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe innocent 
Freedoms I allow her, without putting her Reputation i in 
hazard. ; 

BEAUGARD. ES 

As how, I beſeech you 

Sir Dawy DUNC E. 
By your impertinent — unſeaſonable Addreſs. 
BEA U GARD. 

And this News you bring me by a particular Com- 
miſſion from your ſweet Lady ? 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Yea, Friend, I do; and ſhe hopes you'll be ſenſible, 
dear Heart, of her good meaning by it : Theſe were her 
very Words, I neither add nor diminiſh, ſor Plain-dealing 
is my Miſtreſs's, Friend. 


BE 4b. 
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BEAUGARD. 

Then all the Curſes I ſhall think on this Twelve-month 
light on her, -and as many more on the next Fool that 
gives Credit to the Sex. 

Sir Davy DUNCE., 

Well, certainly I am the happieſt Toad ; how melan- 
choly the Monkey ſtauds now? Poor Pug, haſt thou loſt 
her ? 

BEAUGARD. 

To be ſo ſordid a Jilt, to betray me to ſuch a Beaſt as 
that ! Can ſhe have any good Thoughts of ſuch a Swine? 
Damn her, had ſhe abus'd me hand{omly it had never 
vex'd me. 
| Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Now, Sir, with your Permiſſion I'll take my leave. 

_ 8#SEAUGARD. 

Sir, if you were gone the Devil I ſhall think you very 
well diſpoſed of. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

If you have any Letter, or other Commendation to 
the Lady that was ſo charm'd with your Reſemblance 
there, it ſhall be very faithfully convey'd by 


BEAUGARD. 


Fool. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Your humble W Sir, I'm gone, I ſhall diſturb 

you no further; your moſt humble Servant, Sir. [ Exit, 


BEA UGARB. 


Now Poverty, Plague, Pox, and Priſon fall thick upon 


the Head of thee ! Fourbin. 


| FOURBIN. 
Sir! 


BEAUGARD. 
Thou haſt been an extraordinary Rogue in thy Time. 
FOURBIN. 


I hope I have loſt nothing in your Honour's Service, Sir. 
BEA U- 


f 


8 


hat 


an- 


e? 
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and if 1 don't make thee a Gentleman 
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BEAUGARD. 
Find out ſome Way to revenge me on- this old Raſcal, 


 FOURBIN. 
That you have been pleas'd to do long ago, 1 00 


you ; for I am ſure you have not left me one Shilling in 


my Pocket theſe two Months. 
BEAUGARD. 
Here, here's for thee to revel withal. i 
FOURBIN, 
Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat cut ? 
BEAUGARD. - 
With all my Heart. 
FOURBIN. | 
Or would you have him decently hang'd at bis own 
Door, and then give out to the World he did it himſelf, 
BEAUGARD. 
That would do very well. 
FOURBIN. 
Or I think (to proceed with more Sale a good ſtale 
Jakes were a very pretty Expedient. 
BEAUGARD. 
Excellent, excellent, Four6in, 
 FOURBIN, 
Leave Matters to my Diſcretion, and if I do no. 


[ Exit, 
' BEAUGARD.- 

I know thou wilt, go, go about it, proſper, and be 
famous. Now ere I dare venture to meet Courtine again 
will I go by myſelf, rail for an Hour or two, and then be 
good Company, . 


Enter Cou R TIN R and SY LVIA. 
STLVIA. 


Take my Word, Sir, you had better give this Buſineſs 
over. I tell you, there's nothing in the World turns my 
Stomach ſo much as the Man, that Man that makes love 

| * | +. oo 
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to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my Life make | 
love, but he look'd ſo like an Aſs all the while, that £2 
bluſh'd for him. | 


COUR p INE. 
I am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe dange- 
rous Creatures they call She-Wits, who are always ſo 
mightily taken with admiring themſelves, that — 


SYLPI 4. 


Oh! who can be ſo dull not to be raviſh'd with that 
boiſterous Mein of yours, that ruffling Air in your Gait, | 


that ſeems to cry where-e'er you go, make room, here 


comes the Captain: That Face, which bids Defiance to 


the Weather. Bleſs us ! if I were a poor Farmer's Wife 

in the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, how 

would it fright me! But as Iam young, not very ugly, 

and one you never law before, how lovingly it looks 

upon me. | | 
COURTINE. 

Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale, and langoifh,wides 


Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to enſlave a Heart 


ſo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the modiſh Swim of 


your Body, the viftorious Motion of your Arms and, 
Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the Eyes! 


bleſs us! if I were a dainty fine dreſt Coxcomb, with a 
great Eſtate, anda little or no Wit, Vanity in abundance 


and good for nothing, how would they melt and ſoften 


me ? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, not Fool 
enough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to be your 
Prey, how glotingly they look upon me 
STLFIA.. 

Alas, alas! what pity 'tis your Honeſty ſhould ever 

do you hurt, or your Wit ſpoil your Preferment ? 
 COURTINE. 

Juſt as much, fair Lady, as that yourBeauty ſhould * 

#1 be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 
 STYLPIA. 
The more I look, the more I'm in love with you. 
COR. 


COURTINE. 
The more I look, the more I'mout of love with you. 
SYLYIA. þ 
How my Heart ſwells when I ſee you. 
COURTINSE. 
How my Stomach riſes when I'm near you. 
SYLFYLITA, 
Nay, then let's bargain. . 
COURTINE. 
With all my Heart, what? 
EL. SYLFIA. 
Not to fall in love with each other, I aſſure you, Mon- 
ſieur Captain. | 
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COURTINE, 
But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially. 
STT 

Always when you are drunk, I deſire you to talk 
ſcandalouſly of me. 

COURTINE. | 

Ay, and when I am ſober too; in return whereof, 
whene'er you ſee a Coquet of your Acquaintance, and I 
chance to be named, be ſure you ſpit at the filthy Re- 
membrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd me. 

SYLYFIA. 

In the next place, whene'er we meet in the Mall, T 
deſire you to humph, put out your Tongue, make ugly 
Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. 

COURTINE, 

Which, if 1 chance to do, be ſure at next Turning to 

pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another 
S8 LVJIA. 

That I made Acquaintance withal at the Muſic- 
meeting. 

COURTINE. 

Right, juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by your 
fide, with his Hat under his Arm, 

— SYLPFYTA. 
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to me. I never ſaw one of your Sex in my Life make 
love, but he look'd ſo like a an Aſs all the while, that 1 4 


bluſh'd for him. 


COURTINE. 
IT am afraid your Ladyſhip then is one of thoſe dange- 
rous Creatures they call She-Wits, who are always ſo 
mightily taken with admiring themſelves, that _— 


elſe is worth their Notice. 
SYLPYIA. 


Oh! who can be ſo dull not to be raviſh'd with that 


boiſterous Mein of yours, that ruffling Air in your Gait, 
that ſeems to cry where-e'er you go, make room, here 
comes the Captain : That Face, which bids Defiance to 
the Weather. Bleſs us ! if I were a poor Farmer's Wife 
in. the Country now, and you wanted Quarters, how 


would it fright me! But as I am young, not very ugly, 


and one you never law before, how lovingly it looks 

upon me. | | 
COURTINE. 

Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale, and languith, wehre 

Beauty and Wit unite both their Forces to enſlave a Heart 

ſo tractable as mine is? Firſt, for the modiſh Swim of 


your Body, the victorious Motion of your Arms and, 
Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of the Eyes! 


bleſs us! if I were a dainty fine dreſt Coxcomb, with a 
great Eſtate, anda little or no Wit, Vanity in abundance 
and good for nothing, how would they melt and ſoften 
me? but as I am a ſcandalous honeſt Raſcal, not Fool 
enough to be your Sport, nor rich enough to be your 
Prey, how glotingly they look upon me 
„„ 
Alas, alas! what pity 'tis your Honeſty ſhould ever 
do you hurt, or your Wit ſpoil your Preferment ? 
:. QGAQURTINDgG. 
Juſt as much,fairLady, as that yourBeauty ſhould woke 
you be envied at, or your Virtue provoke Scandal. 
e 
The more 1 look, the more I'm in love with you. 
C OUR. 
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COURTINE. © 
The more I look, the more I'm out of love with you. 
SYLYIA. 
How my Heart ſwells when I ſee you. 
| COURTINE. 
How my Stomach riſes when I'm near you. 
SYLYLIA., 
Nay, then let's bargain. . 
COURTINE. 
With all my Heart, what ? 
| SYLFIA. 
Not to fall in love with each other, I aſſure you, Mon- 
fieur Captain. 2 
COURTINE, 
But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially. 
'$@ 7 & # ad 

Always when you are drunk, I defire you to talk 

ſc:ndalouſly of me. 
COURTINE. 

Ay, and when I am ſober too; in return whereof, 
whene'er you ſee a Coquet of your Acquaintance, and I 
chance to be named, be ſure you ſpit at the filthy Re- 
membrance, and rail at me as if you lov'd me. 

SYLYIA. 

In the next place, whene'er we meet in the Mall, I 
deſire you to humph, put out your Tongue, make ugly 
Mouths, laugh aloud, and look back at me. | 

_..COURTINE, 

Which, if 1 chance to do, be ſure at next Turning to 

pick up ſome taudry fluttering Fop or another: 
. SYLIVITA. | 
That I made Acquaintance withal at the Muſic- | 


meeting. 


| COURTINE. | Tk 
Right, juſt ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by your 
fide, with his Hat under his Arm. 
> SYLYITA. 
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SYTLV I A. 
Hearkning to all the bitter things I can ſay to be re- 
veng'd, 
COURTINE. 


Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin to 
oblige you, for fear of being beaten for it when he is out 


of his waiting. 
8756714: 
Counterfeit your Letters from me. - 
COURTINE. 


And you to be even with me for the Scandal, publiſh to Þ 
all the World I offer'd to marry you. | 
SYLY1 4. 
Oh hideous Marriage ! 1 
Fr ſo 
Horrid, horrid, Marriage ! h he 
STLY 1A. ; th 
Name, name no more of it. = 
COURTINE. 
! At that ſad Word let's part. 
| WIS - i +4 * 
| | Ler s wiſh all Men decrepid, dull, and filly, 
COURTINE. | 


And every Woman old and ug! 
* SYLYI A. 


Adieu ä 


Farewell l- 8 | 
Enter a yourg Fellow aff: Bedlareh, ſeveral others with bin, 


SYLFI 4. 
An me, Mr. Friſe! + 
„ 5-5-4 
Mademoiſelle Sylvia I fincerely as I hope to > be fav'd, 
the Devil take me, damn me, Madam, who's that ? 
| L L714. 
Ha, ha, ha, hea. IEx. with Frifk. 
'COUR 


©. 


Friſt. 
U R: 
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COURTINE. | 
True to thy Failings always, Woman! how naturally 
is the Sex fond bf a Rogue! What a Monſter was that 
for a Woman to delight in f Now muſt I love her till, 
tho? I know Fm a Block head for't, and ſhe'll uſe me like 
a Blockhead too, if I don't prevent her. What's to be 
done? I'll have three Whotes a Ng to —_ Love 


out of my Head. 


Enter "DEER 


Brangatd, well met again; how go matters? hardfomely ? 


BEAU GAR D, 
Oh, very handſomly]! had you but ſeen how hand- 
ſomly I was us'd juſt now, you would ſwear ſo. I haye 
heard thee rail in my time, wou'd thou woud'ſt exerciſe 


thy Talents a little at preſent. 
 COURTINE. 
At what? 
BEAUGAR D. 


Why, canſt thou ever want a Subject? rail at thyſelf, 
rail at me, I deſerve to be rail'd at : See there, what 
thinkeſt thou of that Engine, that oY Lump of Fil- 
thineſs, miſcall'd a Man? 


4 clumſy Fellow marches over the 8tage dre like an Offecr. 


COURTINE. 
Cutſe on him for a Rogue, I know him. 
 BEAUGARD. 4 


| COURTINE. | 
The Raſeal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, and 
now the is an Officer and be hang'd 3 lis a dainty Sight 
in a Morning to ſee him with his Toes turn'd in, drawing 
his Legs after him at the Head of a hundred luſty Fellows. 
Some honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, becauſe that 
Dog had 3 to bribe Oe . Opas withal. 


So. 


Vor. H, mM 
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Enter anther 44 aref. N 


There, there's another of my Avquaintance' 3 he was 
my Father's Footman not long fince, and has pimp'd for 


me oftner than he has pray d for himſelf ; that good 


Quality recommended him to a Nobleman's Service, 
which, together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying 
and informing, has rais'd him to an Employment of Truſt 
and Reputation; tho“ the Rogue can't write his Name, 
nor read his Neck - Verſe, if he had occaſion. 
: COURTINE. 
_ 'Tis as unreaſonable to expect a Man of Senſe ſhould 
be prefert'd, as tis to think a Hector can be ſtout, .a 


Prieſt religious, a fair Woman oY or a a Re · 


bel loyal. 
Enter reve mive ſeeming carne in Diſcourſe. Fe 
BSNUGALRD. 
That's ſeaſonably thought on: Lock there, - obſerve, 
but that Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the 


buſieſt Face of the two, T'll tell thee his Hiſtory, 
COURTINE, © 


I hope Hanging will be the End of his Hiſtory, 0 well | 


I like him at the firſt fight. 
BEAUGARD:. 
He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd him; 
his Father was as obſcure. as his Mother public z every 
body knew her, and no body could gueſs at him. 


COURTIFNE. 
He comes of a very good Family, Heay' n be prai d. 
BEAUGARD, 


The firt thing he choſe to riſe by, was Rebellion; ſo 
2a Rebel he grew, and flouriſh'd a Rebel. fought againſt 
&is King, and help'd to bring him to the Block, 

COURTINE, 

And was he nat religious too? 


BEAU. 
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BEA U GARD. 


- Moſt devoutly ! He could pray till he ery d. and preach 


till he foam'd ; which excellent Talent made him popular, 
and at laſt preferr'd him to be a worthy Member of that 
never to be forgotten Rump Parliament. 


COURTINE. ; 
Pray, Sir, be cover 'd at that, and remember it wick 
Reverence. 
 BEAUGARD. 


In ſhort, he was a Committee - man, Sequeſtrator and 


perſecutor General of a whole County, by which he got 


enough at the King' s Return to ſecure himſelf i in the ge- 
neral Pardons | 
| ED COURTINE. 

Nauſeous Vermin ! That ſuch a'Swine with the Mark 
bf Rebellion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in his Luxue 
ty, whilſt honeſt Men are forgotten. 

BEAUGARD. 

Thus forgiven, thus rais'd, and made thus happy, the 
ungrateful Slave diſowus the Hand that heal'd him, 
cheriſhes Factions to affront his Maſter, and once more 

would rebel againſt the Head, which ſo lately fav'd his 


from a Pole. 
co URTINE. 


What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears. 


BEAUGARD. 


'Tis to keep his Cowardice in Countenance ; the Raf. 
tal will endure Kicking moſt temperately for all that ; I 
know five or fix more of the ſame ſtamp, that never come 
abroad without terrible long Spits by their Sides, with 
which they will let you bore their own Noſes if you 
pleaſe. But let the Villain be forgotten, | 


COURTINSE. 
His Co- rogue I have ſome Knowledge of; he's a 
tatter'd worm-eaten Caſe· putter, ſome call him Lawyer, 
one that takes it very ill he 1 is not made a Judge, 


1 . BEAU. 
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 BEAUGARD. 539 
Ves, and are always repining chat Men of Parts are 
not regarded. | 
 COURTINE. 
i He has been a great Noiſe-maker in addon Clubs 
theſe ſeven Years, and now Þ ſuppoſe he is courting that 
worſhipful Raſcal to make him Recorder of ſome @Qions 


| | Town. 
| BEAUGARD. | 
To teach Tallow-chandlers and Cheeſe-mangers how 
Far they may rebel — their Kiog by aa Mage 
. Charta. 


140 0 D RTIT YZ. 
But Friend, Beaugard, methinks thou art very ſplene- 
tick of a ſudden : How goes the A1 of Love forward ? 
| Proſperoully, hah ! 
BEAUGA R 3 

Oh, I aſſure you moſt triumphantly ; juſt now, you 
muſt know I am parted with the ſweet, civil, inchanted 
Lady's Huſband. 

COURTINE, 
Well, and what ſays the Cuckold? is he enn kind and 
good- -natyr d, as Cuckolds uſe to be? | 
BEAUGARD. 

Why he ſays, Courtine, in ſhort, that I am à very 
fGlly Fellow, (and truly Lam very apt to believe him) 8 
and that I have been jilted in this Affair moſt upcon- 
ſcionably. A Plague on all Pimps, I fay, a Man's Buſineſs 
- never thrives ſo well as when he is his own Sollicitor, 


„ Eater Sir JouLy JumB1s, and a Boy. 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
Hil, -biſt, Capt. Capt. Capt. Boy. 
enn 


| Sir Folly, FUMBLE. | 
Run and get two Chairs * ; be ſure yon ; get tue 


Sir, 


Chain, 


t ty 
mailt 
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Chairs, Sirrah, do you hear? Here's Luck, here's 

Luck; now of never, Captain; never if not now, Cap- 

tin ! here's Luck. f 
BEAUGARD. 

Sir 7%, no more Advenuures, ſweet Sir Jogi, I am 
like to have a very fine titme on't truly, 

Sir oly FUMBLE. 

The beſt in the World, dear Dog, the ve! y beſt in the 
World: Sbud ſhe's here hard by, Man, ſtays on purpoſe 
ſor thee finely diſguis'd. The Cuckold has loſt her too; 
and no body knows any thing of the matter but I,, no 
body but I ; and I, you muſt know, I am I, hah ! and I, 
you little Toad, hah ! 

BEAUGARD. 

You are a very fine Gentleman. 


Sir Tolly JUMBLE. | 
The beſt-natuj'd Fellow I believe in the World of my 
Years! Now does my Heart ſo thump for fear this buſiseſs 
ſhould miſcarry: Why, I'll warrant thee the Lady is here 
Man, ſhe's all thy own ; tis thy own Fault if thou art not 
in Terra incognita within this balf Hour: Come along, 
pi'ythee come along, fy for ſhame ; what, make a Lady 
loſe her Longing ! Come along, I ſay, you out upon't, 
BEAUGARD. 
Sir, your humble, I ſhan't ſtir. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
What, not go! 
BEAU G4 RD. 
No, Sir ; no Lady for me. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
Not go ! I ſhould laugh at that, Faith, 
BEAUGARD. 
No, I will aſſure you, not go, Sir. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
Away, you Wag, you jeft ; you jeſt, you Wag; noc 
go, * * 


Mn - * BEAU. 
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REAUGARD.. 


No, Sir, not go I tell you; what the Devil my you 


Dave more? 
| Sir Felly FUMBLE. 
Nothing, nothing, Sir, but I'm a Gentleman. 
BEAUGARD. 
With all my Heart, - 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
And do you think then that I'll be us'd chus ? 
3 EA U GAR O. 
Sr! 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Take away my Reputation, and take away my Life 
I ſhall be diſgrac'd for ever. 
BEAUGARD. 
I have not wrong'd you, Sir Folly. 
Sir folly FUMBLE. 

Not wrong'd me! but y ou ſhall find you have wrong'd 
me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine Lady. 
I ſhall never be truſted again] never bave Employment 
more | I ſhall die of the Spleen.——P!'ythee now be 
good. natur d, pr'ythee be perſuaded z cdd I'll give thee 
this Ring, I'll give thee this Watch, 'tis Gold, Pl give 
thee any thing in the World, go. 

BEAUG AR D. 

Not one Foot, Sir. 

Sir Fully JUMBLE. F728 

Now that I durſt but murder him Well, ſhall 
J fetch her to thee? what ſhall I do for thee? 


Entir Lady Doux ox. 


Odds fiſh, here ſhe comes herſelf: Now, you il]-natur'd 

Churl, now you Devil, look upon her ; do but look 

upon her: What ſhall I ſay to her? 
BEAUGARD. 


E'en what you pleaſe, Six Tell. 5 
| YE * 


d 


The Sorvrenr's FOoR TUNE. 75 
N Sir Joh FUMBLE. 

'Tis a a very ſtrange Monſter this Madam, this is es 
Gentleman, that's he; tho". (as one may ſay) he's ſome- 
thing baſhful, but Il tell him who you are. [Goes 70 
Deaugard. ] If thou art not more cruel than Leopards, 
Lion, 'Tigers;Walves, or Tartars, don't break my Heart, 
don't kill me ; this Unkindneſs of thine goes to the Soul 
of me. ¶ Gors tot le Lady.) Madam, be ſays, he's fo amaz'd 
at your triumphant Beauty, that he dares not approacts 
the Excellence that ſhines from you. 


N 


5 Lady DU NC. 
What can be the meaning of all this? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Art thou then reſolv'd to be remorſeleſs ? can't thou be 
iaſenſible? haft thou Eyes, haſt thou a Heart haft thou 
any thing thou ſhouldit have? Odd 1'It rickle thee ; get 
you to her, you Fool,. get you to her, to her, to her, to 
ber, ha, ha, ha. 


Lay DUN CE. 

Have you forgot me, Bea ugard ? - 

So now, to ber again. I ſay, to her, to her, and he 
hang d. Ah Rogue! ah Rogue! now, now, have at her z 
now have at her ; there it goes, there it goes,. Hey--Boy?--- 

Th La DUNCE. 
Methinks this Face ſhould not ſo much be alter'd, as 10 
be nothing like what I- once thought it, the Object of: 
your Pleaſure, and — 2 of your Praiſes... 
Sir Joly JUMBLE. 

Cunniog Toad!. wheedling Jade ! you ſhall ſee now hon 
by degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whitl-p6ol of Love; 
now he leers upon her, now he leers upon her. O law I 
there's Eyes !:there's Eyes II muſt pinch him by the Calf: 


of the 
* 26 EA U GAR D. 
Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember that I had once 
an rer with a Face, whoſe Air and Heauty much 
H 4 | reſembled! 


A2 TE: 
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reſembled yours; and if I may d Heart 2108 


cali'd Clarinda. | 
Lady "DU N c E. 

Clarinda I was call'd, till my ill Fortune wedded meg 
Now you may have heard of me by another Title; yqur 
Friend there, I ſuppoſe, has made nothing a Secret to you. 

FAU GARD. i 

And are you then that kind inchanted Fair- one, who 
was ſo paflionately in love with my Picture, that you could 
not forbear betraying me to the Beaſt your Huſband, and 
wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman that Janguiſh'd for you, 


only to make your Monſter merry ? Hark you, Madam, 
bad your Fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have 


a Month's Mind to be exerciſing my Parts that way * 
your Go- between, your Male-Bawd there. 
| | Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

Ah Lond! ah Lord! all's ſpoil'd again, all's ruin'd, I 
ſhall be undone for ever ! Why, what the Devil is the 
matter now ? what have 1 done ? what Sins have I com- 
mitted? _—_— 

| Lady DUNCE. 2 

And are you the paſſionate Adorer of our Sex, who 
cannot live a Week in Londur without loving? Are you. 
the Spark that fends your Picture up and down to long- 

[i ing Ladies, longing for a Pattern of your Perſon ? _ 
—  B#Z#AUCGARD,. ' or 

Ves, Madam, when I receive ſo good Hoſtages as theſe 
are, [Shews the Coll.] that it ſhall be well os d. Cod 
vou find no body but ms to. play the Foof withal ? 


Sir Joly y l.. 


oY 


Alack-a-day. | 
Lacy DUNCE, © 

Could you pitch upon no body but that wretched 
Woman, that has lov'd you too well, to * thus ? 


Sir Jelhy JUMB LX. 
That ever I was born! „ 


BEAU: 


tle 
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BEAUGARD.. | | 
Here, here, Madam, I'II return you yoar:Dirt, I ſcorn, 
your Wages , as I do your Service. 
Lady DUNCE.. 
Fy for Shame, what, refund ? that is not like a Sol- 
dier to refund: . Keep, keep it to pay you Sempſtreſs, 


withal. 
| Sir Foly FUM'BL E: 
His Sempflreſs, who the Devil is his SempRreſs.? Odd: 
what would I give to know that now!: ! [ Aide. 
. Lady DUN CE. 


There was a: Ring too, which | ſent you this After- 
noon z.if that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of it 


ſome athar Way, where it may. give no Occaſion of Scan: 
dal, and you'll do well. 


BEA U GAR D. 
A Ring, Madam ! 


Lady DUNCE. 
A ſmall Trifle; I ſuppoſe Sir Ru deliver'd it to, 


you, when he return'd you your Miniature. 


BE AUGARD.. 
Ibeſeech,. you, Madam 
Farewell, you Traitor. | 
BEAUGARD.. | 
As 1 hope to be ſav d, and upon the 3 oba Gen- 


tleman. 
| Lady DUNCE. 
Go, you are a * ungrate ful * and trouble me: 


no more. [Exits. 
B EAUGARD. 


Sir Full, Sir Folly, Sir Folly. 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
Ah, thou Rebel! 
BEAUGARD: 
Game Advice, ſome Advice, dear Friend, ers Pm ruin'd. 


H 5 | Sir 


* 
Lo 
ths 
45 
$3: 
1 
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. — Fl fay I have loſt it: No, T'll give it him again 
0 purpoſe to vex him, ha, ha, ha. | 


* 


Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honout's 
Supper, that's all the Remedy that I know, | 
BEAUGARD. | 
But pr'ythee. hear a little Reaſon. 
Sir foly FUMBLE. 
No, Sir, I have done; no more to be ſaid, I have 
done; 1 am aſham'd of you, I'Il have no more to ſay to 


you, I'll never fee your Face again, good b'w'y. 


[Exit Sir Jolly, 
BEAUGARD. 


Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing 


10- day? a Ring! deliver'd by Sir Davy——what can 
that mean? Pox on her for a Jilt, ſhe lyes, and has a 
mind to amuſe ard laugh at me a Day or two longer. 
Hiſt, here comes the Beaſt once more: I'll uſe him civilly, 
and try what Diſcovery I can make. 


Enter Sir Davy Dun cx. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captain's Jewel; very well: 
In troth I had like to have forgotten it. Ha, ha, ha !— 
how damnable mad he'll be now, when I ſhall deliver 
him his Ring again, ha, ha !==Poor Dog, hel! hang 
himſelf at leaſt, ha, ba, ha !Faith tis a very pretty 
Stone, and finely ſet : Humph! ! if I ſhould keep it now ? 


BEAU GARD. 
Sir Davy, I am heartily forry— 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
0 Sir, 'tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha. What 
Mall [ ſay to him now to terrify him? [ Hide. 


BEA1UGARD. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ay, you Sir, if your Name be Captain Beaugard. 
How like a Fool he looks already — L Alu. 


Me, Sir |— 


/ hat 
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BEAUGARD.. | 
What you procds, Sir. 
| Sir Davy: DUN 2 E. 3 
Sit, I would ſpeak a Word with you, if you think fit. 
What ſhall I do now to keep my Countenance ? [ Aide. 


BEAUGARD. 
Can I be fo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerre- you in 


any thing? 


Sis Devy DU VC E. 
No, Sir; ha, ha, ha: I have Commands of Service to 
yous Sir. O Lord, ha, ha, ha... _ 
855 Aud. 


Mie, Sir! 


dir Done D UN 0 Z. 
Ay, Sir; you Sir: But put on your Hat, Friend, put: 
on your Hat; be cover'd. 
B E A. UG ARX D. 
Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank? 
Sir Dawy DUNCE: | 
No, no, there's no need, no need; for all I have a+ 
young Wife, I can ſtand upon my Legs, Sweet ben. 
EA U GOAAN D. 
Sir, I beſeech you. 
Sir Davy D UN c .. a 
By ne means I think, Friend, we had ſome hard! 
Words jyſt now, twas about a paltry Baggage, but ſhe's 


a pretty Baggage, N a witty Baggage, and a Baggage + 


{ — — 


DP - E. 4D GARD. 
Sir, I am heartily aſham'd of all. Miſdemeanor on y- 
Side. 


Sir Davy DUNCE: 

Yoa do well ;tho' are you nota damn'd-Whore-maſter,, 
avevitiſh Cuckold-making Fellow ? here, here, do you 
ſee this! here's the Ring you ſent. a roguing ; Sir, do 
you think my Wife wants any. thing that you can help 
Why, In warrant you this Ring coſt 

fifty - 


her to? 
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Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Ev'n two pennyworth of Hemp for your Hoddur's 
Supper, that's all the Remedy that I know, | 
BEAUGARD. | 
But pr*ythee. hear a little Reaſon. 
Sir folly FUMBLE. 

No, Sir, I have done; no more to be ſaid, I have 
done; I am aſham'd of you, I'Il have no more to ſay to 
fo Pl! never fee your Face again, good b'w'y. 

[Exit Sir Jolly, 
BEAUGARD. 
Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing 


10- day? a Ring! deliver'd by Sir Davy——what can 


that mean ?—Pox on her for a Jilt, ſhe lyes, and has a 
mind to amuſe ard laugh at me a Day or two longer. 
Hiſt, here comes the Beaſt once more: I'll uſe him civilly, 
and try what Diſcovery I can make. 


Enter Sir Davy Dunce. 


Sir Day DUNCE. 

Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captain's Jewel ; very well: 
In troth I had like to have forgotten it. Ha, ha, ha !— 
how damnable mad he'll be now, when I ſhall deliver 
him his Ring again, ha, ha !==Poor Dog, he'l! hang 
himſelf at leaſt, ha, ba, ha —Faith 'tis a very pretty 
Stone, and finely ſet : Humph! ! if I ſhould keep it now? 


. —— PII fay I have loſt it: No, T'll give it him * 
0 purpoſe to vex him, ha, ha, ha. 5 


BEAU GARD. 
Sir Davy, I am heartily ſorry— 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
O Sir, *tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha. What 
mall I ſay to him now to terrify him? LAſidi. 


BEA UGAR D. 


Sir Davy D U c E. 
Ay, you Sir, if your Name be Captain Beaugard. 
How like a Fool he looks already? [40 


Me, Sir [— 


De 'SOLD1ER?'s FoR TUNE. 179; 
SEA UGAR D. 
What hrs —— Sir. | 
S t Daw DUN c E. 7 
Sir, I would ſpealæ a Word with you, if you think ft. 
What ſhall I do now to keep my Countenance ? IAlde. 


BEAU GARD. 
Can Ibe fo happy, Sir, as to enn to ſorre- vod in 


any thing ?- 


Sir Pay DU N CE. 
No, Sir; ha, ha, ha: I have Commands of Service to 
yous Sir. O Lord, ha, ha, ha. | 
5 BEAU GCARD/ 


Me, Sir! 


| Sir Ding D UN 0 . 
Ay, Sir; you Sir: But put on your Hat, Friend, put: 
on your Hat; be cover'd. 
BE A. UG AR D. 
Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank? 
Sir Davy DUNCE.. 
No, no, there's no need, no need; for all I have a+ 
young Wife, I can ſtand upon my Legs, Sweet beare. 
+ BEAUGARD. ' 
Sir, 1 beſeech 70u. 
Sir Davy D UN c } — 
By ne means; I think, Friend, we had ſome hard | 
Words juſt now, *twas about a paltry Baggage, but ſhe's + 


9 8 pretty Baggage, _ a witty Baggage, and a Baggage -: 


that — 
BEA UG A RD. 


Sir, I am heartily alham'd of all MiGemeanor on ny: 
Side. 


Sir Davy-DUNCE: 

Yoa do well ;tho' are you not a damn'd-Whore-maſter,”, 
atevitiſh Cuckold-making Fellow ? here, here, do you 
ſee this! here's the Ring you ſent a roguing; Sir, do 
you think my Wife wants any thing that you can help 
= Why, I'll warrant you this Ring coſt 
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fiſty Pounds; what a Prodigal Fellow are you to throw 
away ſo much Money; or didſt thou ſteal itꝭ old Boy ? I 
believe thou may*ſtbe-poor; I'll land thee Money upon't, 


if thou think'ſt fit, at thirty in the: 3 n I 
love thee, ha, ha, ha. P 


'BEAUGA RD. 
Sir, your humble Servant, I am ſorry MG not worth 
your Lady's Acceptance. Now what a Dog am 11 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
I ſhauld have given it thee before, but faith I forgot 
it, tho" it was not my Wife's Fault in the leaſt; for The 
ſays, as thou likeſt thi Uſage, ſhe Kopes to have, thy 
Cuſtom again Child. Ha, ha, ha. 
BEAUGARD. 
Then, Sir, I beſeech you tell her, that you have Sade 
a Convert of me, and that I am ſo ſenfible of my inſolent 
Behaviour towards her 
1 220 Sir Davy DU NC Z. 
V ery well, I — pirate ot 
© That” tis inspoſlible I ſhall « ever be at Peace wich my- 
ſelf, till I find ſome way bow to make her Reparation. 
Sir Davy D U N C E. | 
Very good, ba, ha, ha. | ZNO © 
: BEAUGARD. * 
And that if over the Hod me guilty of the the the Offeric 
Sir Davy D U NC Z. 
No, Sir, you had not beſt; but proceed, ha, ba, ha. 
-» BEAUGARD. | 
Let her baniſh all good Opinion of me for ever. 
yl Sir Davy DUNCE.. 
No more to be faid, your Servant, $91 . 
re * BE 4UGAR 
Oe Word more, I beſeech K Sir Davy. 
chi, dir Davy DUN C E. 
What 1 


x 
+ 


BEAU: 


ny- 


rice 


Ia, 


U. 
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.BEAUGARD. 


I beg yu tell her that the generous Reproof the has 
ive me has ſo wrought upon me 


| Sir Davy DUNCE. 


 LBEAUGARD. 
That I eſteem this Jewel not only as a Wreck dena 


well, 1 will. 


from my Folly, but that for her ſake I will preſerve it to 


the utmoſt Moment of my Life. 
Sir Davy DUNC Z. 
an all my Heart, I vow and ſwear. 
BEAUGARD. 
And that I long to conviace her I am not the Brute 
ſhe might miſtake me for. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Right; well, this will make the pureſt Sport. [Afide, 
Let me ſee; firſt you acknowledge yourſelf to be a very 
impudent Fellow. 


phe ALAVESED.. 
1-6 fo, Str. 


; SirDovy D UNCK.. 
And that you ſhall never be at reſt; till you have ſa- 
tisfy'd my Lady. 
5 4 U GARD. 
Right, Sir. 
Si Day DUN C. | 
Satisfy'd her! very good, ha, ha, ha, and that you 
will never play the Fool any more. Be ſure. an 
your Word, Friend. _ 
BEAU G ARD. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
And that you vin keep chat Ring Fin, un long 
as you live, da! 
| 24 UGARD. 
To the Day of my Death, Il aſſure *. = 


2 8s 


- 


Never, Sir. 
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Sir Day DUNCE. 
I. proteſt that will be very kindly done—and that you: 
long mightily, long to let her underſtand that you are 
another guiſe Fellow than ſhe may take you ſor. 
3E 1 U 64 'R D. g 
Exactly, Sir, this is the Sum and End of my Deſires. 
Sir Daw DUNCE, 
Well, Il. We of your Buſineſs, 1'll do your Buſi- 


neſs, I'll warrant you; this will be the pureſt Sport when 
I come home ! [4f4e.] Well, your Servant, remember, 
be ſure you remember : Your Servant. | Exit. 
BEAUGARD.. 
So, now I. find a Husband is a delicate Inſtrument 
rigtuly made uſe of To make her old jealous Cox- 
comb pimp for me himſelf, I'think is as worthy an Em- 
ployment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put to. 
Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, 
We younger Brothers ſhould lead better Lives. [ Exit. 


ACT II. SCENE. I. 
SCENE, Govent-Garden. 


Eater SYLVIA and Covarina: 


| SYLFTA 
O fall in Tove, and to fall in love wich a. Soldier. 
nay a disbanded Soldier too, .a Fellow with the 
Mark of Cain upon him, which every body knows him 
by, and is ready to throw Stones at him for. 
COURTLNE. | 
Damn her, I ſhall never enjoy her without raviſhing; 
if ſhe were but very rich and very ugly, I would marry 
her. Ay, 'tis ſhe, I know her miſchievous Look too 
* to ”w miſtaken in it Madam 


SYLYV 1A] 
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C OUR TINE. 
'Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have reſolv'd not to 
let me be quiet. 


Sir, 


1 7 8TLFI14: | 
"Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt me 
up and down every where at this ſcandalous rate; the 
World will think we are acquainted, ſhortly. 


COURTINE. 
But, Madam, I ſhall ſairly take more care of my Re- 


putation, and from this time forward ſhun and avoid you 
moſt watchfullx. | 
| | SYLPTIM. 

Have you not haunted this Place theſe two Hours ? 

COURTINE, 

'T was becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhip's Home 
then, and therefore might reaſonably be the Place you 
leaſt of all frequented ; one would imagine you were gone 
a Coxcomb-hunting by this time, to ſome Place of public 
Appearance or other; 'tis pretty near the Hour, twill be 
Twilight preſently, and then the Owls come all abroad. 

STLVIA. 
What need I take the Trouble to go ſo far a Foul - 
ing, when there's Game enough at our own Doors? 
| COURTINE. 
What, Game for your Net, fair Lady? 
WP LET. * 
Yes, or any Woman's Net elſe, that will ſpread i it. 
COURTINE. f 

To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the Bufineſs, 

I will here leave you preſently, tho' I loſe the Pleaſure 
of railing at you. 


ST L714. 
Do ſo, I would adviſe you; your Raillery 8 
Wit, as bad as you clumſy Civility does your Breeding. 


- COURTINE. - 
Adieu ! $YL- 
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| ETC. 
Farewell! | 
COURTINE. 
Why do not you go about your Buſineſs ?* 
SYLFTA. 


Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, that your 
might not dog me. 
COURTINE, 
Were it but poſſible that you could anſwer. me one 
Qyeltion truly; then I ſhould be ſatisfy'd. 
STLIVIA. Rant! 
Any thing for compoſition to be t id of . 
COURTINE. * 
Are you really very boneſt ? Look 1 in my Face, and tell 
me that. 


SZLVIA. 

Look in your Face and tell you, for what to ſpoil 

my Stomach to my Supper ? 
COURTINE. 

No, but to get thee a Stomach tocthy Bed, Sweet- 
heart; I would if poſſible be better hs 881 with thee, 
becauſe thou art very ill-natur'd. 

SYLIVITA: 


| Your only way to bring that Buſineſs about efefually, | 


is to be more trogbleſom ; and if you think it worth 
your while to be abus'd ſubſtantially, you may. make 


your perſonal Appearance this Night. 
CORTINA. 
How ? where? and When ? and kat 1 I beſeech 


thee 2 
SYLPFI1A. 
Under the Window, between the Hours of Eleven and 


Twelve exactly. 

|  COUR 7 7 VA. 

ä Where mel thoſe lovely Eyes and Ears 
Here my Plaints, and ſee my Tears, 


co 


* ; 7 
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At that kind Hour thy Griefs ſhall end, 3 
If thou canſt know thy Foe from F read. Ixu. 

 COURTINE. 

Here's another Trick of the Devil now, under that 
Window between the Hours of Eleven and Twelve exact - 
ly. I am adamn'd Fool, and muſt go; let me ſee; ſuppoſe 
I meet with a luſty Beatiug: piſh, that's nothing for a Man 
that's in love; or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive ſome way to make 
a public Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me to the Scorn of 
the World, for an Example to all amorous Block- heads 
hereafter ? Why if ſhe do, I'll ſwear I have lain with her 
beat her Relations, if they pretend to vindicate her 
and ſo there's one Love intrigue pretty well over. [ Exit. 5 


as DA vr Duncs dV xn *. 


Vir Daw DUN CE. . 
Go get you into your Lady now, and tell ber I am 


_ Y ERMIN. 3 
Her Ladyſhip. Right-worſhipful, is pleas'd not to be 


at home. 
St, Davy DUNCZ. 
| How's that, my Lady not at home! run, run in an 
&q aſk when ſhe went forth, where ſhe is gone, and who is 


with her; run and aſl, — 


 FERMIN. | | 
She went outina Ohair preſemly after you this Aſoy. 


noon, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Then I may be a Cuckold ſtill for ought I ko. 
What will become of me! I have ſurely loſt, and ne'er 
ſhall find her more; ſhe promis'd me ſtric iy to ſtay at 
home till I came back again 3 for aught I know ſhe 
may be up three Pair of Stairs in the Temple now, 

FYVERMIN. © 

Is her Ladyſhip in Law then, Sir? . 

2 8 Sis 
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Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Oc it may be taking the Air as far as Knights- Bridge, 
with ſome ſmooth- fac'd Rogue or another: i is a damn'd 
Houſe, that Su, that Swan at Kaights- Bridge \ is a con- 
founded Houſe, Vermin. | 

| FERMIN. 

Do you think ſhe is there then? 

Sli Daw DUNCE, - 

FOUR I do not think ſhe is there neither ; but fuch 2 
thing may be, you know; would that Barn Elms was 
under Water too, there's a thouſand Cuckolds a Year 
made at Barn-E/ms by Rofſamond's Ponds : The Devil if 
ſhe ſhould be there this Evening, wy Heart" s broke. 


Enter Sir JOLLY. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 


That muſt be Sir Devy ; ay, that's he, that's he, ha, 


ha, ha, was ever the like heard of? was ever any thing 
ſo pleaſant ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Tul lock her up three Days and three Nights without 
Meat, Drink, or Light; Pll humble her in the Devil's 
Name. 

Sir Jolly JUMBLE: 

| Well, could I but meet my Friend Sir Davy, i it would 
be the joyfulleſt News for him 

Sir Davy DUN CE. FE 

Who's there that has any thing to ſay to me? 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 


Ah my Friend of Friends, ſuch News, ſuch Tidings! 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
I haveloſt my Wife, Man. 
Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 
Loſt her ! ſhe's not dead, I hope? 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Les. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecoverably loſt. * 
Ky ir 


— but 


far 
Pl 


„ 
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Sir Fly FUMBLE. 
Why I panted with her within this halt Hour. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Did you ſo, are you ſure it was ſhe ? where was it? 
TIl have my Lord Chief- Juſtices gent and a Conſta- 
ble preſently. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. | 
And ſhe made the pureſt Sport now with a young 
Fellow, Man, that ſhe met withal accidentally. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
Oh Lord; that's worſe and worſe ! a young Fellow! 
my Wife making Sport with a young Fellow! Oh 
Lord! here are Doings, here are Vagaries | I'il run mad. 
Fil climb B.wv-Szeeple preſeruly, beſtride the Dragon, 
and preach N . to the whole City. 
ir Joly FUMBLE. 
The beſt of al was too, that it happen'd to be an idle. 
Coxcomb that pretended to be in love with her, Oy" 


bour. 
Sir Day DUNCE. 

Indeed, in love with her! who was it? what's his 
Name ? I warrant you won't tell a Body——1'l! indite - 
him in the Crown - Office; no, Pll iſſue Warrants to appre- 
hend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of Ev. 19. won't 
you tell me what young Fellow it was? was it a very 
handſom young Fellow, hah — 

Sir Folly FUMBLE, © 

Handſom ? Yes, hang him. The Fellow's handſom 
enough ; he is not very handſom neither, but he has a 
deviliſh leering black Eye. | 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 


On Lord! 


Sir Jelly FUMBLE. 

His Face too is a good riding Face; 'tis no foft effe- 
minate Complexion indeed, but his Countenance is ruddy, 
ſangoine, and chearful ; a deviliſh Fellow in a Cotner, 
I'll warrant him. 


Sir 
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has he been there! Come, come, I'm ſenſible ſhe's a young 
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Sir Day DUN CE. 


Bleſs us! what will become of me? why the Devil 
did I marry a young Wife? Is he op well ſhap'd too, 
tall, ſtraight, and proportionable, hah! 

£ Si Joly FUMBLE. - | 

Tall? No, he's not very tall neither, yet he is all 
enough too: he's none of your overgrown lubberly Flare 
ders Jales, but more of the true Egli Breed, well knit, 
able, and fit for Service, old Boy; the Fellow is well 
ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong and active. 
I have ſeen the Rogue leap hke a Buck. 


Sir Dawy DUNCE. _ © 
Who can this be ? Wal, and what think you, Friend, 


Woman ; aud I am an old Fellow, troth a very old Fel- 


low, I ſignify little or nothing now, But do you think 


he has prevail'd ? am I a Cuckold, Neighbour ? 
Sir Jolly JUMBLE. 

Cuckold ! what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden ? No, 
T'll aſſure you, I believe her to be the moſt virtuous 
Woman in the World; but if you had but een 

Sir Day DUNCE, 

Ay, wou'd I had, — was it? 

Sir FToly FUMBLE. 

How like a Rogue ſhe ut d him: Firſt of all comes 
up the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he and tben he 
bows down, thus—— How now, fays ſhe, what wen 
the impertinent Fellow have ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. i 

Humph? ha! well, and what then? 

Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

Madam, ſays he again, (bowing as he did before) my 
Heart is ſo entirely yours, that except you take pity. of 
wy Sufferings I muſt here die at your Feet, 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 
So, and what ſaid ſhe again, Neighbour, hah ! 


K 8 


ny 
| of 


Sir 
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Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
Go, you are a Fop. 


Sir Daw DUNCE. | 
Ha, ba, ha, did he indeed? Did ſhe ty fo indegd 7 
Jam glad on't, 4roth I am very glad on't: well, and 
what next? And how, and well, and what? hab! — 
Si Fly FUMBLE. | 
Madam, ſaxs he, this won't do, I am your 1 
Servant for all this ; you may pretend to be as ill- na- 
tur'd as you pleaſe, but | ſhall make bold, 
| Sir Day DUNCE, 
Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow? 


Sir Folly JUMBLE, 
With that, Sirrah, ſays ſhe, you are a lauey Jacka- 


'napes, and P11 have you kick'd. 


Sir Davy DUNCHE. 


Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wou'd got be unmarry'd again 
to be an _— x 
ir Je JUMBLE. 
But the beſt Jen of all was, who this ſhould be at laſt, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ay, who indeed | I'll warrant you ſome Wy Fellow 
other, poor Fool! 
Sir Folly FUMB L E. 
Een a ſcandalous Rakehell, that lingers up and . 
"the Town by the Name of Captain Beravgard; but he 
has been a bloody Cyckald-making Scoundrel in his time. 
Sir Do DUNCE, . 
Hang him, Sot, is it he ? I don't value him this, not 
a wet Finger, Man ; to my Knowledge ſhe hates him, ſhe 
ſcorns him, Neighbour, T know it, I am very well fatis« 
fy'd in the Point; beſides, I hape ſeen him ſince that, 
and have out- hector'd him: I am to tell her from his 
own Mouth, that he promiſes never to affront; ber More. 


Sir Joly, FUMBLE... „ 
e F l en. 
| | Sir Davy DU. So 
Ay. y—— | Ker 


„% m. Sototzn's Peaz ute 


Enter Lady Duxcs paying ber Chairman, 5 


CHAIRMAN, 22 

| God ble you, Madam, thank your Honour. t 
q | S.r Foly FUMBLE. © « 
E Huſh, huſh, there's wy Lady, I'll be gone; I'll rot be - 
* ſeen, your humble Servant, God b*w'y. 

1 | Sir Davy DUNCE , 

Y No Faith, Sir Jolly, e en go into my Houſe now, and . 

it ſtay Supper with me, we han't ſupp'd together a great 

3 while, | 

P Sir Sly TUMBLE, * 

10 Ha ! ſay you ſo? I don't care if I do, faith with all my 
. Heart; this may give me an Opportunity to ſet all things 

iy right again, _ I4 

1 | Str Davy d U N +# * 

is My Dear. 3 J | 

= ö | Lad DUNCE; 1 as 
A Sir | 

4 1 Sir Davy » DUNCE. 

. Vou have been abroad, my Dear, I ſee 

5 E La DUNCE. 
5 th Oaly for a little Air truly I was almoſt Rifled withia thi 
. Doors, I hope you will not be angry, Sir Daæy, will you? 2 
4 Sir Davy DUNCE. | M 
i " Angry, Child! no e not I; what ſhould I be Ni 
4 angry for ? EY: wi 
91 I wonder, Sir Dayy, you will ferve me at this rate; the 
* Did you not promiſe me io go in my behalf to Beaugard, PE 
1 and cortect him according to my InſtruQions for his Inſo- : 
iq lence? t 5 = 
= | Sir Dai D UNG F: | * 
14 80 1 did, Child ; I have been with him, Sweetheaitz Bal 
1 J have told him all to a Tittle, I gave him back again 
6 the Picture too; but as the Devil would have it, I forgot 

the Ring, faith I did. 


Lath 


a / 


ſo ey; Reconcilement with a Man that I hate worſe 
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Lacy. DUNCE. 


Y Did you purpoſe, Sir Sedow, to render me. ridiculous 


to the Man.I abominate 2. what ſcandalous Interpretation, 
think you, maſt he make of my retaining may Trifle of 


his, ſent me on ſo v. T erms £ 


Really, my Lamb, = act i in the 2 5 yes, I went 


back afterwards, dear Heart, and did the Baknels © te 


ſome purpoſe. 
Lady DUNCE, | 
I am glad that you did, with all my Heart. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 


9 gave him his Leſſon, I'll warrant him, 


La DUNCE. | 

Leſſon! what Leſſon had you to give him ? 

Sir Daw DUNCE. 

Why, I told him as * lik d that Uſage he might 
come again; ha, ha, ha. 

Lady DUNC B. 

Ay, and 10 let him. 

Sir Daw DUNCE. 

With all my Heart, oy give him froe leave, or bang me; 
thoꝰ thou wouldſt not imagine how the poor Devil's alter d. 
La, you there now, but as certainly as I ſtand here, that 
Man is troubled. that he ſwears he ſhall not reſt Day nor 


Night, till he bas ſatisfied thee ; pr'ythee be fatisfied 


with him if it is poſſible, my Dear, pr'ythee do. I pro- 
mis'd him before I left him to tell thee as much : For 
the poor Wretch Jooks ſo ſimply, I cou'd not chuſe but 


pity him, I vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 


. Sir aly FUMBLE. | 
Now, now, you little Witch, now you. Chitsface ; odd 
Icou!d find in m7 Hears to put my little Finger in your 


Bubbies, 
Lody D UNCE, „ 
Sir Davy, l mukt tell you that I cannot but reſent your 


than 
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than Death, and that if you lov'd me with half that 
Tenderneſs which you profeſs, you would not forget an 


Afftont ſo palpably and ſo baſely offer'd me. 


| Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Why Chicken, Ke was. s the Remedy ? What's to be 
done ? How wouldſt thou have me deal with him 1 
. Lady DUNCE, 
Cut his Throat, | 
Sir Dawy DUNCE.. _. 
Bleſs us for ever ! cut his Throat ! what, do Murder} 
| Lad) DUNC F. 
Murder, yes, any thing to ſuch an incorrigible Enemy 
of your Honour, one that has reſolv'd to perſiſt in abuſing 
of you; ſee here this Letter, this I receiv'd ſince I laſt 


parted with you; juſt now it was thrown into my Chair 


by an impudent Lacquey of his, kept o * for ſuch 


Employ ments. 
Sir Day DU NC k. 


Let me ſee: A Letter indeed! For the Lady Dxner, 
damn'd Rogue, treacherous Dog, what can he ſay in the 
Inſide now ? here's a Villain, 

Lady DUNGE. 

Yes, you had beft break: it open, you had ſo 3 tis like 
the reſt of your Diſcretion: 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Lady, if I have an Enemy, it is beſt for me to know 
what Mischief he intends me ; therefore; with yout 
Leave, I will break it open. 


Lady DUNCEK. | 
Do, do, to have him believe that I was pleas'd enough 


uith it to do ic myſelf: If you have the Spirit of a Gentle- 


man in you, carry it back, and'daſh it, as it * in the 
Face of that audacious Fellow; . 
Sir Felly UMBLE. 
What can be the' Meaning of chis now? 


Sir Davy DUN CE. Pe 
A Gentleman, yes Madam, I am a Gentleman, 2 


Neigh 
eep h 
rouble 
i Wife 


ve trou 


Vo! 
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the World ſhall find that I am a Gentleman — 

I have certainly the beſt Woman in the World. 
Lady DUNCE. 

What do you thiok muſt be the end of all this? 1 
have no Refuge in the World, but your Kindnefs; Had I 
a jcalous Husband now, how miſerable muſt my Life be 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 


Thief, 9 Slut, I'll bite her by and by, 


Sir Dauy DUNCE. 
Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor never will 


my be jealous of thee: Do what thou wilt, thou ſhalt not 
ing make me jealous : I love thee too well to ſuſpect thee, 
lat Lady DUNCE. 

_ Ah, but how long will you do ſo ? 

uch Sir Davy DV NC E. 


How long ? ? as long as I live, I warrant thee, 1— 
don't talk to a Body ſo: 1 cannot hold if thou doſt, my Eyes 


Lady DUN CE. 

But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer my Defires ? 
like will you once more endeavour to make that Traitor ſen- 

ſible that I have too juſt an Eſteem of you, not to value 

his Addreſſes as they deſerve ? | 
nom Sir Day D UNCE, 
Ay, ay, I will, 

Lady D UNC F. | 

But don't ſtay away too long, Dear ; make- what hafte 


ac ye can, I ſhall be in pain till I ſee you again. 62 
entle- Sir Davy DUNCE. 
n the . My dear, my Love, my Bibby, I'll be with thee in a 


Neighbour, dear Neighbour, walk in with my Wife, and 
eep her Company 'till I return again. Child, don't be 
roubled, pr'ythee don't be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
i Wife ? well, da, da, da: don't be troubled, pr'ythee don't 


e troubled, pr'ythee don't be troubled, da, da. [Ex. 
Vor. II. I Lady 


Ah Rogue's Note! ah Devil! ah Toad ! cunniog 


will run over, poor Fool ! poor Birdſnies ! poor Lambkin! - 


Moment: How happy am I above the reſt of Ment 


Og 


mY 5. » - 
GD 
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Lacy DUNGE. 
Sir Jelly, Sir Folly, Sir Folly. | 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. | 

Don t be troubled, pr'ythee don't be troubled, da, da. 

| Lady DUNCE. _ 

But, Sir Folly, can you gueſs whereabout my wand'ring 
Officer may' be probably found now ? 

; £277 Oh Jolly FUMBLE. 

Found, Lady? he is to be found, Madam, he is to be at 
my Houſe preſently, Lady ; he's _— one of the fineſt 
Fellows 1 in the World. 

You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Jolꝶ. 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 


__ His Friend, Lady; no, Madam, his Foe, his utter 


Enemy, I ſhall be his Ruin, I ſhall undo him. 
: Lady DUNCE. 
You may, if you pleaſe : Then come both and puy 


at Cards with me this Evening for an Hour or two; for 


I have contriv'd it ſo, that Sir Davy is to be abroad at 
Supper to-night, he cannot avoid it; I long to win ſome 
of the Captain's Money ſtrangely. | 

| Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Do you ſo, my Gameſter ? Well, I'll be ſure to bring 
him, and for what he carries about him I'll warrant you 
odd he's a pretty Fellow, a * pretty Fellow, he 
has only one Fault. 

Lady DUNC E. 

Aut what i is that. I beſeech you, Sir? 

Sir Foly;FUMBLE. | 

Only tao loving, too gqod-natur'd,. that's all; tis cet- 
tainly the beſt natur'd Fool breathing, that's all his Fault. 

Lady DUNCE. 

Hiſt, hiſt, T think I ſee Company coming; i you 

pleaſe, Sir Fol, we'll go in. 


Enter 


ſhe\ 
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Enter BE AuOAKD followed by Sir Davy and Verma, 


Sir Joly JUMBLE., 

Mum, mum, tis he himſelf, the very ſame ; odds ſo, 
Sir Davy after him too, huſh, huſh, huſh, let us be 
gone, let us retire; do but look upon him now, mind 
him a little, there's a Shape, there's an Air, there's a 
Motion! Ah Rogue, ah Devil, get you in, get you in I 
ſay, there's a obs for you. 

xtunt Ke Jolly Jumble, and L. Dunce. 
1 EAU GARD. 

What the Devil ſhall I do to recover this Day's 108 
again? my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has 
forſaken me; methinks I am quandary'd, like one going 
with a Party to diſcover the Enemy's Camp, but had loſt 
his Guide upon the Mountains: Curſe. on him, old Argos 
is here again, There can be no good Fortune towards 
me when he's at my Heels. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. : 
Sir, Sir, Sir, one Word with you, Sir ! Captain, Cap- 
tain, noble Captain, one Word 1 beſeech you. 


BEAUGAR D. 
With me, Friend? 


| Sir Davy DUN C E. 
Yes with you, my no Friend. | 
.BEAUGARD. 854 
Sir Davy, my Intimate, my Boſom Phy ſician 
Sir Dawy DUNCE, 
Ah Rogue ! damn'd Rogue ! 
| BEAUGARD. 
My Confeſlor, my deareſt Friend I ever had 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Dainty Wheedle, here's a Fellow for ye. 
BEAUGARD. 4 
One that has taught me to be in love with Virtue, — 
ſhewn me the ugly Iaſide of my Follies. 


Sir Davy DUNCE, 
Your humble Serva nt. 


I: BE AU- 


F * 
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BEAUGARD. 
Is that all? if you are as cold in your Love as you are 


in your Friendſhip, Sir Davy, your Lady has the worlt 
Time on't of any one in Chriſtendem. 


Sir Davy DUNCE, 
80 ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from the in- 
ſolent So licitations of ſuch Fellows as you are, Sir. 


B EAU GAR D. 
As me, Sir? why, who am I, good Sir Domine Dod- 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 


'dlepate ? 


So, take notice he threatens me, I'll have him bound 


to the Peace inſtantly ; will you never have Remorſe of 
Conſcience, Friend? have you baniſh'd all Shame from 
your Saul? Do you conſider my Name is Sir Davy 
Dunce ? that I have the moſt virtuous Wife living ? Do 
you conſider that? Now how like a Rogue he looks 
again? what a Hang-dog Leer was that? 
BEAUGARD. 

Your virtuous Wife, Sir! you are always barping upon 
that String, Sir Davy. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

No, 'tis you wou'd be harping upon that String, Sir; 
ſee you this ? caſt your Eyes upon this, this Letter, Sir ; 
did not you promiſe, this very Day, to abandon all man- 
ner of Proceedings of this Nature, tending to the D.ſho- 
nour of me and my Family ? | 


BEAUGARD. 
Letter, Sir, what the Devil does he mean now ? Let 


me ſee, for the Lady Dunce ; this is no Scrawl of mine, 
]'il be ſworn ; by owe, ber own Hand ! What a Dog was 
I ! forty to one but I had play'd the Fool, and ſpoil'd all 
again, Was there ever ſo charming a Creature breathing ? 
Did your Lady deliver this to your Hands, Sir? 

Sir Daowy DUNCE. 

Ev'a her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bade me tell you, 
Sir, that ſhe has too juſt an Eſteem of me, Sirz not to 
„Aue ſuch a Fellow as you are, as you deſerve. 

BE 4U- 


Ct 
ir 
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B EAU GARD. 
Very good [Reads the Letter) J doubt not but this 
Letter will ſurprize you: (in troth, and ſo it does ex- 
tremely) but refled upon the Manner of conveying it to 
your Hand as kirdly as you can. a | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ay, a damn'd Thief, to have it thrown into the Chair 
by a Footman. 


B EAU GARD. 
[Read. ] Would Sir Davy were but half ſo kind to 
you as ] am. 


Sir Davy DU CE. 
4 day you ſo, inſinbating Knave ? 
f BEAUGARD. 
m But he, I am fatisfy'd, is ſo ſeverely jealous, that ex- 
2 cept you contrive ſome Way to let me ſee you this Even- 
Jo irg, I fear all will be hopeleſs. 
ks Sir Davy DUNCE, 


Impudent Traitor, I might have been a Monſter yet 
before I had got my Supper in my Belly, 
on BEAUGARD. 
In order to which, either appear yourſelf, or ſomebody 
for you, half an Hour hence in the Piaxza, when more 
ir; may be conſidered of. Adieu. 


ir; Sir Davy DUNCE. 
an- Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my Heart; you are 
ho- come I ſee accordingly, but as a Friend I am bound in 


Conſcience to tell you the Buſineſs won't do, the Trick 

won't paſs, Friend ; you may put up your Pipes, and 
Let march off : Oh Lord ! he lie with my Wife, Pugh, he make 
Sir Davy Dunce a Cuckold, poor Wreich, ha, ha, ha, 


N [Exit Beau. 
Sir Fely FUMBLE, 
Hiſt, hiſt, hiſt, 
Enter Lady Duck and Fourgin Agi d. 


Lah DUNCE. 


That's he, there he is: Succeed, and be — 
I 3 FOUR. 


N 
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FOURBIN. 

Other People may think what they pleaſe ; but in my 
own Opinion, I am a very pretty Fellow now; if my 
Deſign but ſucceed-upon this old Baboon, 1'll be cano- 
niz d. Sir, Sir, Sir. 4 

Sir Day DUNCE.- 
Friend ! with me ? Wou'd you ſpeak with me, Friend ? 
FOURBIN. | 
Sir, my Commands were to attend your Worſhip. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Beaugara, Beaug ard, hiſt, hilt, here, here, quickly, 
Sir Davy DUN CE. 

Where do you live, Sweet - heart, and who do you be- 
long to? 

FOUR BIN. 

Sir, I am a ſmall Inſtrument of the City, I ſerve the 
Lord-Mayor i in his Office there, 

Sir Davy DUNCE, 

"How | the Lord-Mayor ! 

| FOURBIN. 

Yes, Sir, who defires you by all means to do him the 

Honour of your Company at Supper this Evening. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
It will be the greateſt Honour I ever receiv'd in my 
Life; what, my Lord-Mayor invite me to Supper? I am 
Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant, 
FOURBIN. 
Yes, Sir, if your Name be Sir Dawy Dunce, as I have 


the Honour to be inform'd it is: He defires you more- 
over to make what haſte you can, for that he has ſome 


Matters of Importance to communicate to-your Honour, 
which may take ſome time. 
Lady DUNCE. 
I hope it will ſucceed. 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
Communicate with me! he does me too noble a Fa. 


Your 


the 


the 


my 
[ am 


have 


10re-. 


ſome 
nour, 


| vour; I'll fly upon the Wings of Ambition to lay myſelf _ 


Phe at his Generoſity; and that I am ſo tranſported 


{{ 
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at his Footſtool: My Lord · Mayor ſends himſelf to invite 


me to Supper, to confer with me too: T ſhall certainly be 
a great Man, ; 


FOURBIN, 
What Anſwerwill your Worſhipcharge me back withal 
| Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Let his 'Lordſhip know, that I am amaz'd and con- 


with the Honour he does me, that 1 will not fail to wait 
on him i ia the roaſting of an Egg. 


FOURBIN. 
I am your 2 s lowly Slave. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Vermin, go get the Coach ready; get me the Gold | 
Medal too and chain, which: I took from the Roman 
Catholic Officer for a Popiſh Relic : I'll be fine ; P11 ſnine, 
and drink Wine that's divine, My Lord-Mayor invite 
me to Supper! 

Lady DUNCE. 


My deareſt, Pm glad to ſee mee return'd in Safety, 
from the Bottom of my Heart: haſt thou ſeen the Traitor 5 


Sir Davy DUN CE. | 
Seen him! hang him, CY have ſeen him; Pox on him 


ſeen him! 
Lady DUNCE. 
Well, and what is become of him; Where is he? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Why doſt thou aſk me where he is? What a Pox care I 
what becomes of him? pr'ythee don't trouble me with 
thy Impertinence, I am buſy. 

Lady DUNCE. 
You are not angry, my Dear, are you? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

No, but I am pleas'd, and that's all one; very much 
pleas'd, let me tell you but that; I am only to ſup wich 
my Lord-Mayor, that's: all; nothing elſe in the World, 


14 | only 
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only the Buſineſs of the Nation calls vpon me, that's all; 
therefore once more, I ſay, don't be troubleſome ; ; but © 


fland off. 

La DUNCE. 

You always think my Company troubleſome ; you 
never ſtay at home to comfort me; what think you | 
mall do alone by myſelf all this Evening, moping in my 
Chamber? Pray, my Joy, ſtay with me for once. | hope 
he won't take me at my Word, | [Aide 
Sir Davy DUNC E. 


I fay again and again, Tempter ſtand off, I will not Joſe 
my Preferment for my Pleaſure ; Honour is towards me, 


and Fleſh and Blood are my Averſion. 
La DUNCE. 
But how long will you ſtay then? 4 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
I Jon t know, may be nct an Hour, may be all Night, 
as bis Lordſhip and I think fit; what's that to any Body ? cl 


Lacy DU NC E. b: 

You are very cruel to me. 7 tr 
Sir Davy DUNCE, | | W 

T can't help it, go, get you in, and paſs away the th 


Time with your Neighbour, I'Il be back again before 1 G 
die ; in the mean Time be humble and comformable, go. 


Is the Coach ready ? 
_ VERMIN. 
EF Yer, Sir, 
14 | Sir Davy DUNCE. fa 
4 Well, your Servant; what, nothing to my Lady me 


| Mayoreſ: ! You have a great deal of Breeding indeed, a 
great deal ! nothing to my Lady Mayoreſs ? 


Lady DUNCE. * 
My Service to her, if you pleaſe. 
| Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Well, Da, Da, the poor Fool cries o“ my Conſcience! 
ad eu, do you hear, farewell. [Exit. 
Lady DUN CE. 
As well as what J love can make me. Enter 


ſati 
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| Enter Sir Jor ur JunsBL B. 


Sir Jolly JFUMBL E, 
Madam, is he gone? TT 
Lady DUNCE. | 
In Poſt haſte, I aſſure you. 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
In troth, and Joy go with him, 
Lacy DUNCE. 

Do you then, Sir Jolly, conduct the Captain hither, 
whilſt I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that we may be 


Pr vate . | | LE xeunt. 
Enter Sir Davy Dunes. 
Sir Davy DUNCE, 
bt, Troth, I had forgot my Medal and Chain, quite and 


clean forgot my Relic z I was for©d to come up theſe 
back Stairs, for fear of meeting my Wife again; it is the 
troubleſom'ſt loving Fool; I muſt into my Cloſet, and 
write a ſhort Letter too; 'tis Poſt-Night, I had forgot 
that: Well, I would not have my Wife catch me for a 
Guinea, [ Exit. 


Enter BEAUGARD and Lady Dux ex. 


BEAUGARD. 

Are you certain, Madam, no Body is this way? I 
fancy as we enter'd, I ſaw the Glimpſe of ſomething 
more than ordinary. 

Lady DUNCE. 
Is it your Care of me, or your perſonal Fears, that 
make you ſo ſuſpicious ? Whereabouts was the A pparition ? 
BEAUGARD. 
There, there, juſt at the very Door. 
Lady DUNCE. 

Fie for ſhame, that's Sir Dawy's Cloſet ; and be, I'm 

latify'd, is far enough off by this Time, I'm ſure I 


Aer 1 5 N heard 


- 
— Arey <a ee 
_— — 
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heard the Coach drive him away. But to convince you 
you ſhall ſee now: Sir Davy, Sir Davy, Sir Day, 
[#nocking at the Chſet Dur.) Look you there, you a 
Captain, and afraid of a Shadow! Come, Sir, ſhall we 
call for the Cards? 
BEA U ARD. 
And what ſhall we play for, pretty One ? 
Lady DUNCE. 
E'en what you think beſt, Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 


Silver Kiſſes, or W aebls Come, let us make 
Stakes a little. | 


Enter Sir Jolly JUMBL 


Sir Toly FUMBLE. 
Ah Rogue. ah Rogue ! are you there ? Have 1 _—_— 
you in Faith, now, now, now ? 


Lady DUNCE. 
And who ſhall keep them. 


BEAUGARD. 
You, till Sir Dawy returns from Supper. 
| Lady DUNCE. | 
That may be long enough ; for our Engine Fourbin has 
Orders not to give him over ſuddenly, I aſſure you 
BEAUGARD. 
And is't to yourſelf then, I'm oblig'd for this bleed 
Opportunity? Let us improve it to Love's beſt Advantage. 
Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 
Ah, ha, ha, ha! Ah, ha, ha, ha! 
; B EA UG AR D. 
Let's vow eternal, and raiſe our Thoughts to Expec- 
tation of immortal Pleaſures : In one another's Eyes let's 
read our Joys, till we've no longer Power o'er our De- 
fires drunk with this diſſolving. Oh! 


Enter Sir Davy DUNE from his Cliſet. 


Laay D UNCE, 
Abt | ſpat 


— wy 


a> oo ia A. 
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BEAUGARD. | 

By this Light, the Cuckold: Preſta, bay then Hallo. 

[Gets up, and runs away. . 


Sir Davy DUNCEE. 

O Lord, a Man! a 4 Man in my Wife's Chamber! 
Murder, Marder ! Thieves, Thieves, hut up my Doors I 
Madam! Madam! Madim ! © | | 


Enter Sir 3 Jowms1 8: 

Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
Ay, .ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where: 
Neighbour, where, where? 

La DUNC E. 

Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart -hard to the Hüte, 
dye this in the deepeſt crimſon of my Blood ; ſpare not a 
miſerable Woman's Life, whom Heaven defign'd to be- 
the unhappy Object of the. moſt horrid Uſage Man e'er + 
ated. 
[Catches up Beau gard's Siber aobieb be Bad left be-. 
bind him in the Hurry, and preſents it to Sir Davy. 


Sir Day DUNCE. 
What, in the Name of atan, does ſhe 1 mean now ? - 
1 has La) DUNCE. | 
Curſe on my fatal Beauty! blaſted ever be thele two 
| ' baneful Eyes, that could. infpire- a. barbarous Villain to 
leſs'd attempt ſuch Crimes as all my Blood's tos little to atone ; 
tage, for: Nay, you ſhall hear me - 

Sir Davy DUNC E. 
Hear you, Madam! No, I have ſeen too much, I 
thank you heartily ; hear-you, Quotha ! 

Cay DUNCE, ; 

Yes, and before 1 die too, I'll be juſtify'd. 

Sir Davy DUN CE. 
Juſtify'd, oh Lord, zaltify'd 

Lady D UNCE. | 

Notice being given me of your B T came With 
ſpeed to this unhappy Place, where I have oft been biete 
with your Embraces, when from behind the Arras ou 
ſtarts Beaugard; how he came there Heav'n knows, 


' : .*- 


ts 
/ 


\ 
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Sir Dauy DUNCE, 
I'll have him bang d for for Burglary; he has broken my 
Houſe, and broke the Peace upon my Wife: Very good. 
Lady DUNCE. 
Streight i in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt; with much 
ado I plung'd and got my Freedom, ran to your Cloſet- 
Door, knock'd and implor d your Aid, call'd on your 


Name; but all in vain—— — 
Sir Davy D UNCE. 
Hah! 


Lad) DUNCE. 
Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtop'd my Mouth ; and, with 
« Conguener” s Fury | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
Oh Lord! oh Lord * no more, no more, I beſeech 
thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad! I'll plough up 
Rocks and Adamantine Iron Bars; I'll crack the Frame 
of Nature, ſally out like Tamer/ane upon the Trojan Horſe, 
and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me. Oh Lord, 
ſtop her Mouth ! Well, and how ! and what then ! 1 
thy Mouth! Well! Hah! | 
No, tho? unfortunate, I ſtill am innocent; his curſed | 
Purpoſe could not be accompliſh'd 3 but who will live ſo 
injur'd ? No, Þ ll die to be reveng'd on myſelf: I neer 
can hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming Gore; and thus [ 
let out my ow n [Offers to run upon the Sword. 
Sir Da) DUNCE. © 
Ha! what would'ſt thou do, my Love? pr'ythee don' t 
break my Heart: If thou wilt kill, kill me; I know thou 
art innocent, I ſee thou art; tho' I had rather be a 


Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe thee, yous Love, 
poor Dearce, poor Babv. » 


Sir Jolly JUMBLE, 


 Alack-a-day.,--[Weeps. 
* D UNCE,; 
Ah me! 


1; my 


nuch 


olet- 


bir 
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Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ah, pr'ythee be comforted now, pr 'ythee do; why, Pl 
love thee the better for this, for all this, mun : Why 
ſhouldſt be troubled: for another's ill Dojogs? I know it 
was no Fault of thine. 8 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 
No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
See, ſee, my Neighbour weeps too ; he is troubled to 
ſee thee thus. 


Lady DUN C E . 
Oh, but Revenge ! 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge; I'll have him murdet'd, 
I'll have his Throat cut before to-morrow Morning, 
Child; Riſe, now, pr'ythee riſe. 


Sir Foly FUMBLE, 
Ay, do, Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 


Lady DUNCE. 

But will you love me then as well as e're you did? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Po and the longeſt Day I live too, 


Lady DUNCE. © 
And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that Prodigious 


4%, 


Monſter ? 


| Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Why he ſhall be Crows-Meat by to-morrow Night; 

1 tell thee he ſhall be Crows-Meat by Midoight, Chicken, 
Lady DUNCE. 

Then J will live; ſince ſo, tis ſomething pleaſant : 
Whence I in Peace may lead a bappy Life 
With ſuch a Huſband ———— 

Sir Day DUNCE. „ 

I with ſuch a Wife, | [Excunt. 


ACT 
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Sir Daw DUNCE. 

I'll have him hang'd for Burglary ; he has broken my 
Houſe, and broke the Peace upon my Wife : Very good, 
Lady DUNCE. 

Streight 3 in his Arms he graſp'd me faſt; with much 
ado I plung'd and got my Freedom, ran to your Cloſet- 
Door, knock'd and implor'd your Aid, call'd on your 
Name ; but all in vain—— 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 


Hah! 
Lad) DUNCE. 
Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtop'd my Mouth ; and, with 
. Congueror' s Fury 
Sir Davy DUNCE. We. 


Oh Lord! oh Lord! 5. no more, no more, I beſeech 
thee, I ſhall grow mad, and very mad! I'll plough up 
Rocks and Adamantine Iron Bars ; I'll crack the Frame 
of Nature, ſally out like Tamer/ane upon the Trojan Horſe, 
and drive the Pigmies all like Geeſe before me. Oh Lord, 
ftop- her Mouth ! Well, and how ! and what then! ps 
thy Mouth! Well! Hah! 

Lay DUNCE, 

No, tho? unfortunate, I till am innocent; his curſed 
Purpoſe could not be accompliſh'd 3 but who will live ſo 
injur'd ? No, I'll die to be reveng'd on myſelf: I ne er 
can hope that I may ſee his ſtreaming Gore; and thus [ 
let out my own—— [Offers to run upon the Sword. 

Sir Day DUNCE. © 

Ha! what would'ſt thou do, my Love ? pr'ythee don't 
break my Heart: If thou wilt kill, kill me ; I know thou 
art innocent, I ſee thou art; tho' I had rather be a 


Cuckold a thouſand times, than loſe thee, poor Love, 
poor Dearee, poor Bab v. | 


Sir Jolly JUMBLE, 
Alack- a- day. ¶ Neept. 
”_ DUNC E; 
Ah me! 


Gi | 
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Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ah, pr'ythee be comforted now, pr'ythee do why, FI 
love chad the better for this, for all this, mun : Why 
ſhouldſt be troubled: for another's ill Doings? I know it 
was no Fault of thine. 
ſet- Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 
our No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. | 

See, ſee, my Neighbour weeps too ; he is troubled to 
ſee thee thus. 


Lady DUNCE, 
vich Oh, but Revenge ! 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Why, thou ſhalt have Revenge; I'll have him murder 'd, 


ech I'll have his Throat cut before to-morrow Morning, 
up Child ; Riſe, now, pr'ythee riſe. 
— Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

z 


Ay, do, Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Davy. 
La DUNCE. 

But will you love me then as well as e're you did ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 


ord, 
pp'd 


7”, 


irſed Ay, and the longeſt Day I live too. 

e ſo Lady DUNCE. 

ne er And ſhall I have Juſtice done me on that Prodigious 
jus 1 Monſter ? 


| Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Why he ſhall be Crows-Meat by to-morrow Night; 
1 tell thee he ſhall be Crows-Meat by Midoight, Chicken, 

Lady DUNCE. 

Then J will live; ſince ſo, tis ſomething pleaſant ; 
Whence I in Peace may lead a happy Life | 
With ſuch a Huſband ———— 

Sir Day DUNCE. FE 
I with ſuch a Wife, |  [ Excund. 
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Ac T Iv. SCENE 1. 
SCENE, The Tire 


Enter Captain Bravcarp, Counting, and DRAWER. 
DRAWER. 


Elcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir ; will you: 


pleaſe to walk up one Pair of Stairs? 
 BEAUG-ARD. 
Get the Room ready preſently; carry up too a good 
Stock of Bottles before-hand, with Ice to cool our Wine, . 
and Water to refreſh our Glaſſes. 


DRAWER; 
It ſhall be done, Sir. Coming, coming there, come 
Speak up in the Dolphin ſomebody... 
B EAU GARD. 
Ah, Courtine, muſt we be always idle]! Muſt we never 
fee or glorious Days again! When ſhall we be rolling: 
in the Lands of Milk and Honey, encamp'd in large- 
luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded Vines cluſter about: 
our Tents; drink the rich Juice, juſt -preſt from the plump 
Grape, feeding on all the fragrant Golden Fruit that: 
grow in fertile Climes, and ripen'd by the earlieſt. Vigour 
of the Sun? | | 
COURTINE. 
Ah, Beaugard, thoſe Days have been, but now we 
muſt reſolve to content ourſelves at an humble Rate: Me- 
thinks it is not unpleaſant to conſider how I have ſeen thee 


in a large Pavilion, drowning the Heat of the Day in 


Champaine Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe charming 
Beauties, whoſe dear Remembrance every Glaſs recorded, 
with half a dozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends, Beau- 


% 
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as Preferment here: Fellows that would ſpeak Truth 

boldly, and were'proud on't ; that ſeorn'd Flattery, lov'd 

Honeſty, for 'twas their Portion; and never yet learn'd 

the Trade of Eaſe and Lying: but now 
BEAUGARD. 

Ay, now we are at home in our natural Hives, and ſleep 


like Drones ; but there's a Gentleman on the other ſide 


the Water, that may make Work for us all one Day. 
COURTINE, 
But in the mean while _ 

BEAUGARD. | 
In the mean while Patience, Courtine; that is the Fa- 
zlib Man's Virtue: Go to the Man that ov es you Money, 
pe tell him you are neceſſitated ; his Anſwer ſhall be, A 
little Patience, [ beſeech you, Sir: Aſk a cowardly Raſcal 
Satisfaction for a ſordid Injury done you; he ſhall cry, 
Alas-a-day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt Man living, you 
won't have Patience to hear one ſpeak. Complain to a great 
Man that you want Preferment, that you have forſaken 
confiderable Advantages abroad, in obedience to public 


EdiQs; all you ſhall get of him is this, You muſt ow 
Patience, Sir. | 


COURTINE. 
But will Patience feed me, or clothe me, or keep me clean? 
BEAUGARD. 

Pr'ythee no more Hints of Poverty: Tis 8 Z 
'sdeath, I would as ſoon chuſe to hear a Soldier brag, as 
complain : Doſt thou want any Money? 

 __COURTINE, 

True indeed, I want no Neceſſaries to keep me alive 
but I do not enjoy myſelf with that Freedom Iwould do; 
there is no more Pleaſure in living at ſtint, than there is in 
living alone. I would have it in my Power, (when he 
needed me) to ſerve and aſſiſt my Friend; I would to my 


Ability deal handſomly too by the Woman that pleas d 
me. 6 | 


214 


| 
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BEAUGARD. 
Oh, ſy for ſhame! you would be. a Whore-Maſter, 


Friend; go, go, I'II have no more to do with you. 
COURTINE. 

I would not be forc'd neither at any Time to avoid a 
Gentleman that had oblig'd me, for want of Money to 
pay him a Debt contracted in our old Acquaintance; it 
turns my Stomach to wheedle with the Rogue I ſcorn, 
when he uſes me ſo ſcurvily, becauſe he has my Name in 
his Shop-Book. 


BEAU GARD. 
As for Example, to endure the Familiarities of a Rogue 


that ſhall cock his greaſy Hat in my Face, when he duns 


me, and at the ſame time veil it to an overgrown Deputy 
of the Ward, tho' a Frouzy Fellmonger. 
„„ . 

To be forc'd to concur with his Nonſenſe too, and 

laugh at his Pariſh- Jeſts. 
BEAUGARD. 

To uſe Reſpe&s and Ceremonies to the Milch- Cow 
his Wife, and praiſe her pretty Children, tho* they ſtink 
of their Mother, and are uglier than the Iſſue of a Baboon ; 
yet all this muſt be endur'd. - 

COURTINE, 

Muſt it, Peauzard i 

BEAUGARD. 
And fince 'tis ſo, let's think of a Bottle. 
COURTINE, 

With all my Heart, for railing and drinking do much 
better together than by themſelves; a private Room, a 
truſty Friend or two: Good Wine and bold Truths, are 
my Happineſs, But where's our dear Friend and Intimate, 
Sir Folly, this Bvening ? . 

BEAUGARD. 

To deal like a Friend, Courtine, I parted with him 
but juſt now; he's gone to contrive me a Meeting, if 
poſlible, this Night, with the Woman my Soul is moſt 

fond 


0 


n 
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fond of: I was this Evening juft 3 upon the Palace 


of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable a Diſappoint- 
ment in ſhort, that Plague to all well-meaning 
Women, the Husband, came unſeaſonably, and forc'd a 
poor Lover to his Heels, that was fairly making his Pro- 
greſs another Way. Courtzne, the Story thou ſhalt hear 
more at large hereafter, | 


COURTINE. 
A Plague on him, why didſt thou not murder. the 


preſumptuous Cuckold ? ſaucy intruding Clown! to dare 
to diſturb a Gentleman's P. ivacies. I would have beaten 
him into Senſe of h's Tranſgreſſion, enjoy'd his Wite be- 
fore his Face, and taught the Dog his Duty. 

BEAU GAR D. 

Look you, Courtine, you think you are dealing with 
the Landlord of your Winter-Quarters in Alſaua now. 
Friend, Friend, there is a Difference between a Free- 
born Engliþ Cuckold, and a ſneaking Wittal of a con- 
quer'd Province. 


COURTINE, 
Oh, by all means, there ought to be a Difference ob- 


ſerv'd between your arbitrary Whoring, and your limited 
Fornication. 


BESUGA4RD. a 
And but reaſon: For tho' we may make bold with 


another Man's Wiſe in a friendly Way; yet nothing 
upon Compulſion, dear Heart. | 
COURTINE, 

And now, Sir Folly, I hope, is to be the Inſtrument 
of ſome immortal Plot; ſome Contrivance for the Good 
of the Body, and the old Fellow's Soul, Beaugard: For 
all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that's moſt certain. 

BEAUGARD. | 

Sir Folly! Why, on my Conſcience, he thinks it as 
much his undoubted Right to be Pimp- Maſter-General to 
Linden and Middleſex, as the Eſtate he poſſeſſes is: By my 
Conſent his Worſhip ſhould een have a Patent for it. 

COU R 


there any Hopes I ſhall come there to- night? 


\ 


| 
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COURTINE. 

He is certainly the fitteſt for the Employment in Chrift- 
endom ; he knows more Families by their Names and 
Titles, than all the Bell men within and without the Walls, 

BEAUGARD. | | 

Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choiceſt Beauties 
about Town, illuſtrated with a particular Account of theit 
Age, Shape, Proportion, Colour of Hair and Eyes, De- 
grees of Complexion, Gunpowder Spots and Moles. 

COURTINE. | 

I wiſh the old Pander we-e bourd to ſatisfy my Expe- 

rience ; what Marks of Good- -nature my Sy/via has . 


her. 4 
Enter Sir Folly JUMBL 8. 


Sir ly FUMBLE; ; 
My Captains! my Sons of Mars, and Imps of Venus! 


ws, Sow 


well encounter'd ; what, ſhall we have a ſparkling Bottle 


or two, and uſe Fortune like a Jade? Beazgard, you are 


a Rogue, you are a Dog, I hate you, get you gone, 80. 


BEAUGARD. 
But, Sir 7o/ly, what News from Paradi/e, Sir Jolly? Is 


Sir Joly FUMBLE, 
May be there is, may be there is not; I fay let us hare 
a Bottle, and I will fay nothing elſe without a Bottle; 
After a Glaſs or two my Heart may open. 7 
COURTINE. 
Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir 700. 
Sir folly FUMBLE. 

Will? we'll have Dozens, and drink till we are wiſe, 
and ſpeak well of no body, till we are leuder than Mid- 
night Whores, and out-rail disbanded Officers. 

BEAUGARD. 

Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then w# 

are entirely at thy Diſpoſal. 


Fe, 


bir 


Venus! 
Bottle 
ou are 


, go. 
5b 


1s have 
ottle ; 


> wile, 
n Mid- 


hen we 


Cir 


— 
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Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 

Well, and what's that? What's the Boſineſs ? 

BEAU GARD. 

This Friend of mine here ſtands in Need of thy Aſſi- 

Nance; he's damnably in love, Sir Folly. 
Sir Joy FUMBLE. 

In Love ! is he ſo! In Love! Ods, my Life ! Js ſhe ! 
What's her Name? Where does ſhe live? I warrant you 
I know. her; ſhe's in my Table-Book I'il warrant you: 
Virgin, Wife, or Widow! [Pulli cut a Table- Books 

COURTINE, 

In troth, Sir Folly, that's ſomething of a difficult Queſ- 

gon ; but as Virgins go now, ſhe may pals for one of them. 
Sir Jelh FUMBLE. 

Virgin, very good; let me ſec; Virgin, Virgin, Vir- 
gin; oh. here are the Virgins; truly, I meet with the 
feweſt of this ſort of any : Well, and the firſt Letter of 
her Name now! For a Wager ] gueſs her, | 


COURTINE. 
Then you muſt know, Sir Jolh, that I love my Love 


with an S. 
Sir Foly JUMBL E. 
8, 8, 8, O here are the Eſſes; let me conſider now 


dapbo. 
COURTINE,. 
No, Sir. 
Sir Telly FUMBLE, 
Selinda. | 
COURTINE. 
Neither, | 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
Sophronta. 


COURTINE. 
You mult gueſs again, I aſſure you, 


Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Sylvie, : 


2 COURz 


\ 
' 
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COURTINE. 

Ay, ay, Sir Folly, that's the fatal Name Sone the 
Fair, the Witty, the ill-natur'd ; do you know her, my 
Friend ? | 

Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 

Know her, why ſhe is my Daughter, and I have 
adopted her theſe ſeven Yerrs : Sy/via,-let me look; light 
brown air, her Face oval, and Noſe Roman, quick ſpark- 
ling Eyes, plump pregnant ruby Lips, with a Mole on her 
Brea!l, and the perfect Likeneſs of a Heart-Cherry on her 
Left Knee. Ah Villain! Ah fy Cap; have I caught you? 
Are you there, ' faith ? Well, and what ſays ſhe ? Is ſhe 
coming ? Do her Eyes betray her ? Does her Heart beat, 
and her Bubbies riſe, when you talk to her, hah 


BEAUGARD. 


Look you, Sir Folly, all things conſider'd, it may make 


a ſhift to come to a Marriage in time.— 


Sir Folly JUMB L E. 

I'll have nothing to do in it; I won't be ſeen in the 
Buſineſs of Matrimony. Make me a Match-maker? a 
filthy Marriage-Broker! Sir I ſcorn it, I know better 
things: Look you, Friend, to carry her a Letter from you 
or ſo, upon good Terms, tho? it be in a Church, I'll deliver 
it; or when the Buſineſs is come to an Iſſue, if I may bring 
you handſomely together, and ſo forth, I'll ſerve-thee 
with all my Soul, and thank thee into the Bargain ; thank 
thee heartily, dear Rogue, I will, you little Cock-Spar- 
row, faith and troth I will; but no Matrimony, Friend, 
I'll have nothing to do with Matrimony ; 'tis a damn'd 
Invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a Deſtroyer of 
Civil Correſpondence. 


— 
Enter DRAWER. 


DRAWER. 


Gentlemen, your Room is ready, your Wine and Ice 


upon the Table, will your Honours pleaſe to walk * 
ir 
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Si Foly FUMBLE. 
Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine, a Pox on Matrimony ; 
Matrimony in the Devil's Name! — 


COURTINE. 
But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to enquire for 
us, Friend, 
Sir Joly FUMBL Z. 


Right, Sirrah, if Whores come never ſo many, give 
em Reverence and Reception, but nothing elſe ; let no- 
thing but Whores and Bottles come near us, as you tender 
your Ears. 

[They go within the Scene, where is dijcover'd Table 
and Bottles, 
BEAUGARD. 

Why, there's, there's the Land of Canaan now in lit- 
tle; hark you Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the Door, Sir- 
rah, do you hear? Shut it ſo cloſe, that neither Cares 
nor Neceſlities may peep in upon us. 

Enter Sir Davy Duxce, FourBin, BLoopy-Boxgs, 
2 DRAWER. 
FOUR BIM. | 

Bloody- Bones, be fure to behave yourſelf handſomely, 
and like your Profeſſion ; ſhew yourſelf a Cut-throat of 
Parts, and we'll fleece him, 

BLOODY-BONE s. 

My Lady ſays, we muſt be expeditious ; Sir Jolly has 
given Notice to the Captain by this time, ſo that nothing 
is wanting but the Management of this over-gtown Gull 
to make us Hectors at large, and keep the Whore Fortune 
under. 

DRAWER. 

Welcome, Gentlemen, very welcome, Sir; will't 
pleaſe you to walk into a Room? Or ſhall I Wit upon 
your Honours Pleaſure here? 

Sir Davy DUNC E. | 

Sweet-heart, let us be quiet, and bring us Wine hither : 
8o— [ Sits down. 
From this Moment, War, War; and mortal Dudgeon 
2 againſt 
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againſt that Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my 


good Name, call'd Beaugard, You can cut a Throat upon Do: 
Occaſion, you ſaid, Friend? y 
FOURBIN. chi. 

Sir, cutting of Throats is my hereditary Vocation; my 
Father was hang' d for cutting of Throats before me, and T 
my Mother for cutting of Purſes, bad 

Sir Davy DUNGE. 

No more to be ſaid ; my Courage is mounted like a v 
little French Man upon a great Horſe, and I'll have him may 
murder'd. poſſi 

FOURBIN. 


Murder'd you ſay, Sir? | 
Sir Davy DUNCE., 

Ay, murder'd I ſay, Sir; his Face flay'd off, and nail'd 
to a Poſt in my great Hall in the Country; amongſt all 
che Trophies of Wild Beaſts ſlain by our Family fince.the 

Conqueſt, there's never a Whore-maſler's Head there 


*. 
: FOURBIN. 

Sir, for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of 
mine to your Service ; he's an induſtrious Gentleman, and 
one that will deſerve your Favour, 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 
He looks but ſomething ruggedly tho' methinks. 
| FOURBIN. 
But, Sir, his Parts will atone for his Perſon ; Forms 
and Faſhions. are the leaſt of his Study: He affeQs a ſort 
of philoſophical Negligence indeed. But, Sir, make 
trial of him, and you'll find him a Perſon fit for the work 
of this World. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
What Trade are you, Friend ? 


BLOODY-BONES 
No Trade at all, Friend; I profeſs Murder: Raf. 


cally Butchers make a Trade our? 'tis a Gentleman's Oh. 
Divertiſement, 


Sir 


I 
ke 
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Sir Dauy DUNCE. 


Do you profeſs Murder? 


3  BLOODY-BONES. 
Yes, Sir, 'tis my Livelihood: 1 keep a Wife and fix 


Children by it. 


Sir Davy DUNCE, 
Then, Sir, here's to you with all my Heart, Wou'd I 


had done with theſe Fellows. * 
| FOURBIN. 

Well. Sir, if you have any Service for us, I defire we 
may receive your Gold and your Inſtructions ſo ſoon as is 
poſſible. | | 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Soft and fair, Sweet-heart, I love to ſee a little how I 
lay,out my Money : Have you very good Trading now-a- 
days in your way, Friend ? 


BLOODY-BONES. 
In peaceable times a Man may eat and drink comfor- 


tably upowt: A private Murder done handſomely, is 
worth Money ; but now that the Nation's unſettled there 
are ſo many general Undertakers, that tis grown almoſt a 
Monopoly ; you may have a Man murder'd almoſt for little 
or nothing, and nobody e're know who did it neither. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE, 

Pray what Countryman are you? where were you born, 

meſt noble Sir ? 
BLOODY-8B0 N E &. 

Indeed my Country is foreign, I was born in Algiers; 
my Mother was an apoſtate Greet, my Father a Rene- 
gade Engliſhman, who by oppreſſing of Chriſtian Slaves 
grew rich; for which when he lay ſick I murder'd him 
one Day in his Bed, made my Eſcape to Malia; where, 
embracing the Faith, I had the Honour given me to 
command a thouſand Horſe aboard the Gallies of that 
State, 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Oh Lord, Sir! my humble Service to you again. 

F, 


| 
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FOURBIN. 
He tells you, Sir, but the naked Truth, | | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. = 
I doubt it not in the leaſt, moſt worthy Sir. Theſe are 
deviliſh Fellows I'll warrant 'em. [ Afede, 
FOURDIN | the 
War, Friend, and ſhining Honour has been our Pro- we 
vince, till ruſty Peace reduc'd us to this baſe Obſcurity, Wi 
Ah Bloody- Bones ! ah, when thou and I commanded that 
Party at the Siege of Philipsburgh ! where, in the face of 
the Army, we took the impene:rable Half. Moon. Ho 
BLOODY- BONES, i 
Half-Moon, Sir ! by your Favour 'twas a whole Moon, 
FOURBIN. | 
Brother thou art in the right ; *twas a full Moon, and 
ſuch a Moon, Sir! | k 
Sir Davy DUNCE, be.ric 
J doubt it not in the leatt, Gentlemen ; but, i in the meat 


while, to our Buſineſs. 
FOURBIN. 


With all my Heart ſo ſoon as you pleaſe, | 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
Do you know this Beaugard ? He's a deviliſh Fellow, I 
can tell you that; he's a Captain. 
FOURBIN. 


Has he a Heart, think you, Sir? 
Sir Daw DUNCE. 


O, like a Lion! he fears neither God, Man, nor Devil. 


BLOODY-BONES. 
I'll bring it you for your Breakfaſt to-morrow : Did 


you never eat a Man's Heart. Sir ? 
Sir Day DUNCE. 

Fat a Man's Heart, Friend ? 

FOURBIN, 

Ay, ay, a Man's Heart, Sir, it makes abſolutely the 
beſt Ragouſt in the World: I have eaten forty of em in 
my time without Bread, , 

ir 


lieve l 


The 
the me 


For 
have 1 
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Sir Daπ ] / DUNCE, © 

O Lord, a Man's Heart! my humble Service to you 

both, Gentlemen. | 
BLOODY- BONE §. 

Why, your Algerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at Sea, 
they have them always potted up like Veniſon ; your 
well grown Dutchman's Heart makes an excellent Diſh 
with Oil and Pepper. 

Sir Day DUNCE. 

O Lord, O Lord! Friend, Friend, a Word with you: 
How much muſt you and your Companion have to dg 
his Buſineſs? 

FOURBIN. 
What, and bring you the Heart home to your Houſe? 


Sir Dau y DUNCE. 
No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eating. I'! 


be. rid of em as ſoon as poſſible I can, [ Hfice. 
FOURBIN.. 
You ſay, Sir, he's a Gentleman ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 
Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are about this Town : 
The Fellow has a pretty handſome Outſide ; but I be- 
lieve little or no Money in his Pockets. 
FOURBIN. 
Therefore we are like to have the honour to receive 
the mote from your Worſhip's Bounty, 
BLOODY-BONES. 
For my part I care for no Man's Bounty: I expect to 


have my Bargain perform'd, and I'll make as good a one 
as I can. 


Sir Da y DUNCE. 

Look you, Friend, don't you be angry, Friend, don't 
be angry, Friend, before you have occaſion : You ſay 
you'd have let's ſee how much you will have now 
— I warrant the Devil and all by your good Will. 

FOURBIN, *® 
Truly, Sir Dawy, if as you ſay, the Man muſt be well 
Vol. II, K murder'd, 
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murder d, without any Remorſe for Mercy; betwixt Turl 
and Jew, tis honeſtly worth two hundred Pounds. 
Sir Davy DUN CB. | 
Two hundred Pounds! why I'll have a Phyſician ſhall 
kill a whole Family for half the Money. 
BLOODY-BONES. 
Damme, Sir, how do ye mean! 
Sir Davy DUN CB. 
Damme, Sir, how do I mean? Damme, Sir, not to 
part with my Money. 
BLOODY-BONES. 
Not part, Brother! 
FOURBIN. 
Brother, the Wight is improvable, and this muſt be 


borne withal. 
BLOODY-BONES, 
Have I for this diſſolv'd Circean Charms? broke Iron 
Durance, whilſt from theſe firm Legs the well-fil'd uſeleſs 
Fetters dropp'd away, and left me Maſter of my native 


Freedom ? | 
Sir Davy DUNCE, 
What does he mean now? 
FOURBIN. 

Truly, Sir, I am ſorry to ſee it with all my Heart 
'ris a DiſtraQtion that frequently ſeizes him, tho*'T am 
ſorry it ſhould happen ſo unluckily at this time. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Diſtracted, ſay you 1 52 is he ſo apt to be diſtracted? 
FOUR BIN. 

Oh, Sir, taging mad: We that live by Murder are all 
ſo ; Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you, Sir, 
ſtand clear of him, he's apt to be very miſchievous at 
theſe unfortunate- Hours. 

RLOODY-BONES. 

Have I been drunk with tender Infants Blood, and 
tipp'd up teemſhg Wombs? Have theſe bold Hands ran- 
fack'd the Temples: of the Gods, and ſtabb'd the Priefb 
before their Altars? Have I done this? hah ! £ 

if 
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No, Sir, not that I know, Sir, I would not ſay any 
ſuch thing for all the World, Sir: Worthy Gentleman, 
1 beſeech you, Sir, you ſeem to be a civil Perſon, I be- 
ſeech you, Sir, to mitigate his Paſtion, Pl do any thing 
in the World; you ſhall command my whole Eſtate. 

| FOURBIN. | 

Nay, after all, Sir, if you have not a mind to have 
him quite murder'd, if a ſwinging Drubbing to bedrid 
him, or ſo, will ſerve your Turn, you may bave it at a 
cheaper Rate a great deal. | 

Sir Davy DU NC. 

Truly, Sir, with all my Heart; for methinks, now I 
conſider Matters better,, I wou'd not by any means be 
puilty of another Man's Blood. 

 FOURBIN. 
bs Why, then let me conſider— to bave him beaten ſub- 
6 WM fantially, a Beating that will ſtick by him, will coſt you 
e — half the Money. #4 
Sir Davy DUNCE 
What, one hundred Pounds! Sure the Devil's in you, 
or you would not be ſo unconſcionable. 

| BLOODY-BONES, 

The Devil! where? where is the Devil? Shew me; 
I'll tell thee, Belxebab, thou haſt broke thy Covenant; 
didſt thou not promiſe me eternal Plenty, when I reſign'd 
my Soul to thy Allurements? 

Sir Day DUNCE. 
Ah, Lord! | | 
BLOODY-BONES, 

Touch me not yet; I've yet ten thouſand Murders to 
alt before m thine: With all thoſe Sins I'll come with 
full Damnation to thy Caverns of endleſs Pain, and 
bowl with thee for ever 


and Sir Daowy DUNCE. | 

ran- WW Bleſs us! what will become of this mortal Body of 
ies WW mine? Where am I? is this a Houſe? do I live? am I 

Fleſh and Blood ? K 2 BLOODY: 


* 
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| BLOODY-BONES. 

There, there's the Fiend again! don't chatter ſo, and 

grin at me; if thou muſt needs have Prey, take here, 


take him, this Tempter that would bribe me with ſhining thi 
Gold, to ſtain my Hands with new Iniquity. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. N 
Stand off, I charge thee, Satan: whoſoe'er thou art, 
thou haſt no Right nor Claim to me; I'll have thee bound 
in Necromantic Charms. Hark you, Friend, has the 
Gentleman given his Soul to the Devil? 
FOUR BIN, 
Only pawn'd it a little; that's all. —_ 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. Tic 
Let me befeech you, Sir, to diſpatch, and pet rid of 
him as ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink a Bottle F 
as a 


with you, Sir, bat I hate the Devil's Company morally ; 

As for the hundred Pounds, here, it is ready ; no more 

Words, I'll ſubmit to your good Nature and Diſcretion, 
FOURBIN. 

Then, Wretch, take this, and make thy Peace with 

the infernal King ; he loves Riches, ſacrifice and be at 


reſt. * 


BLOODY-BONES. \/'} 
»Tis done, I'll follow thee, lead on; nay, if thou ſmile, 
more defy thee; Fee, Fan, Fum. [ Exit, 
FOURBIN. Nn 
"Tis very odd, this. 


Sir Dawy DU N C E. 
Very odd, indeed; I'm glad he's gone tho'. 
FOUR BIVM. 

Now, Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll refreſh ourſelves with 
2 chearful Glaſs, and ſo Chague un chem lui I wou'd 
fain make the Gull drink a little, to put a little Mettle 
into him. . L. 8 Wi 

Sir Dow D U NCE. 

With all my Heart, Sir; but no more Words of the 
Devil if you love me. 


FO R. 1 


of, Friend ? 


The SOLDIER S FoR TUNE, 221 


FOURBIN. 
The Devil's an Aſs, Sir, and here's a Health to all 
thoſe that defy the Devil. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Wich all my Heart, and all his Works too. 
FOURBIN. 
Nay, Sir, you muſt do me right, I aſſure you. 
Sir DAYVY DUNCE,” 

Not ſo full, not ſo full, that's too much of all Conſei- 
ence : In troth, Friend, theſe are ſad Times, very fad 
Times; but here's to you. | 

FOURBIN. 

Pox o'the Times, the Times are well enough, ſo long 
as a Man has Money in his Pocket. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 5 

Tis true, here I have been bargaining with you abo 
a Murder, but never conſider that Idolatry is coming in 
full ſpeed upon the Nation. Pray what Religion are you 


_FOURBIN. 

What Religion am I of, Sir ? Sir, your humble Ser- 

vant, 95 | 
 & DAFY DUNCE. 

Truly a good Conſcience is a great Happineſs ; and fo 
I'll pledge you, hemph, hemph. But ſhan't the Dog be 
murder'd this Night? | | 

FOURBIN, 
My Brother Rogue is gone by this time to ſett him, 


and the Bulineſs ſhall be done effeQually, I'll warrant 


you. Here's Reſt to his Soul. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
With all my Heart, Faith; 1 hate to be uncharitable. 


4 


Enter Co ux T1 N E and Draæuer. 
| COURTINE. 
Look you, *tis a very impudent thing not to be drunk 
by this time: Shall Rogues lay in Taverns to ſip Pints, 
-K 3 and 
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and be ſober, when honeſt Gentlemen are drunk * Gal. 
ons r and 1'lI have none on't. 
Sir Davy D UNCE. | 
O Lord, who's there ? IS.. 1 in his Chair, 
DRAWER. 

I beſeech your Honour, our Houſe will be utterly 
-ruin'd by this means. 
COURTINE. | 

Damn your Houſe, your Wife and Children, and all | 
your Family, you Dog. Sir, who are you ? 

To Sir Davy Dunce, 

Sir Davy DUNCE. der 

Who am I, Sir? what's that to you, Sir? Will you 


tickle my Foot, you Rogue? 1 
COURTINE. | I b 

PII tickle your Guts, you Poltroon, 2 
Sir Davy D UNC AN 
Tickle my Guts, you an Mad. cap! 1 a tckle your Toh you 
if you do, to d 

COURTINE. 
What, with that circumcis'd Band ? that grave hyper 8 
critical Beard of the Reſormation- cut! Old Val neſt 
believe you are a Rogue. mea 
Sir Da DUNCE. 

Sitrah, you're a Whore, an errant Bitch-Whore ; II N 


. uſe you like a Whore ; I'll kiſs you, you Jade; I'll N. 
viſh you, you Buttock; I am a Juſtice of the Peace, 
Sirrah, and that's worſe. 


COURTINE. I. 

Damn you, Sir, I care not if you were a Conſtable and fign' 

all his Watch: What, ſuch. a Rogue as you ſend hopel triv 

Fellows to Priſon, and countenance Whores in your ju - I am 
riſdiction for Bribery, you Mongrel ! Il! beat you, Sir 

tab, I'll brain you; I'll murder you, you Moon-Calf. Yo 

L Throws the Chair after bin. Court 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 4 

c 


Sir, Sir, Sir, Conſtable, Watch, Stokes, Stokes, Stokes, 


Murder | [Exit 
; | COUR 
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COURTINE. 2 
Huzza, Beaugard/ 


Enter BEAUGaRD and Sir JOLLY JUMBLE, 


FOURBIN. 
Well, Sir, the Buſineſs is-done, we-have bargain to 
murder you. 


BEAU GARD. 
Murder'd ! who's to be murder'd, ha, Fourbin? 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, | 
You are to be murder'd, Friend ; you ſhall be mur- 
der'd, Friend, _ 
BEAUGA4RD. 

But how am I to be murder'd? who's to murder me, 

] beſeech you, | 
FOURBIN. 
Your humble Servant, Fourbin; JI am the Man, with 
your Worſhip's leave: Sir Davy has giv'n me this Gold 
to do it handſomely. 
| BEAUGARD. 

Sir Davy! uncharitable Cur ; what! murder an ho- 
neſt Fellow for being civil to his Family] What can this 
mean, Gentlemen? 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

No, 'tis for not being civil to his Family, that it means, 
Gentlemen; therefore are you to be murder'd to night, 
and bury'd a- bed with my Lady, you Fack Straw you. 

BEAUGA R D. 

T underſtand you, Friends 3 the old Gentleman has de 
ſign'd to have me butcher'd, and you have kindly con- 
triv d to turn it out to my Advantaꝑe in the Affair of Love. 
I am to be murder'd but as it were, Gentlemen, hah ! 


FOURBIN. 
Your Honour has a piercing Judgment. Sir, Captain 
Courtine's gone. 
BEAUG 4 R D. 


No matter, let him go: he has a Deſign to put in 
K 4 Prace 
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practice this Night too, and would perhaps but ſpoil ours, 
But when, Sir 7el!y, is this Buſineſs to be brought about! 
| Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Preſently, *tis more than time were done already; 
go, get you gone, I ſay, hold, hold, let's ſee your left 
Ear firſt, hum——ha——you. are a Rogue, y'are a 
Rogue ; get you gone, get you gone, go. [ Exeunt. 


S CEN E changes to Covent-Garden Piazza. 


Enter SYLv1a and her Maid in the Balcony. 


AID. 
But why, Madam, will you uſe him ſo inhumanly! 
I'm confident he loves you. 
STL714 
Oh! a true Lover is to be found out like a true 
Saint, by the Trial of his Patience. Have you the Cords 
ready ? 
M A1D. 
Here they are, Madam. 
SYLY1A. | 
Let 'em down, and be ſure when it comes to Trial, cd 
pull luſtily. Is Willi the Footman ready ? 
r. 
At your Lady ſhip's Command, Madam. 
ST1714. 
I wonder he ſhould ſtay ſo long, the Clock has ſtruck 
Twelve. 


Enter CounTiNE. 


COURTINE, figs. 
And was He not frank and free, 
And was ſhe not hind to me? 

To lock up her Cat in her Cupboard, 
And give her Key to me, to me- 

To lock up ber Cat in ber Cupboard, 
And give ber Key to me, 
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STLVY/7IA. 

This muſt be he: Ay, 'tis he, and as I am a Virgin, 

roaring drunk; but if I find not a way to make him 


ſober 
| COURTINE. 

Here, here's the Window : Ay, that's Hell-door, and 
my Damnation's in the Inſide, Sylvia, Sylvia, Sylvia ; 
dear Imp of Satan, appear to thy Servant. 

SYLYITA. 

Who calls on Sy/via in this dead of Night, 

When Reſt is wanting to her longing Eyes? 
COURTINE. 
'Tis a poor Wretch can hardly ſtand upright, 
Druok with thy Loves, and if he falls he lies. 
SYLY IA. 
Courtine, is it you? 
COURTINE. 
Yes, Sweet-heart, *tis I ; art thou ready for me? 
SYLYITA. | 
Faſten yourſelf to that Cord there ; there it is. 
COURTINE, 
Cord! ! where? Oh, oh, here, here; ſo now to Heav'n 


in a String. 


SYLY IA. 


Have you done ? 
COURTINE. 


Yes, I have done, Child, and would tain be doing too, | 


Huſſy. 
SYL V 1 4. 


Then pull away, hoa up, hoa up, hoa up: So, avaſt 
there, Sir. 


COURTINE. 

Madam. | 68 2 
EP ir 
Are you very much in love, Sit? | 

| COURTINE, 


Oh, damnably, Child, damnabl 7. 1 
K 5 SF 


* 
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STLVIA. 
I am ſorry for't with all my Heart: Good nig, 
Captain. 
COURTINE. 


Ha, gone l what, left in Eraſmus's Paradiſe, between 
Heav'n' and Hell? if the Conſtable ſhould take me now 
for a ſtraggling Monkey hung by the Loins, and hunt 
me with his Cry of Watchmen! Ah Woman, Woman, 
Woman ! Well, a merry Life and a ſhort, that's all, 

Sings. God proſper long our Noble King, 

| Ou Lives and Safities all. 


I am mighty loyal to night. 


Enter FourBIN and BLoopy-Bowss, as from Sir Dany 
Dunce's Houſe. 


FOURBIN. © 
Murder, Murder, Murder! Help, help, Murder! 
COURTINE. | 
' Nay, if there be Murder ftirring, tis high time to 
ſhift for myſelf. | [Climbs up to the Balcony, 
SYLV IA [Squeaking.] 
Ab, h, h, h, h! 
| BLOODY-BONES. 
Yonder, yonder he comes; Murder, Murder, Murder, 
[ Exeunt Blood: and Fourbin, 


Enter Sir Davy Duncs. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
"Tis very late; but Murder is a melancholy Bufineſfs, 
and Night is fit fort. I'll go home. Iich. 
VERMIN © | 
Who's there? 5 
Sir Dauy DUNCE. 
Who's there? open * Door, you Whelp of Babylon, 
VERMIN. © 

Oh Sirt y'are welcome home; but here is the ſaddeſt 

News here has been Murder committed, Sir. 


7 4 


yo 
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Sir Davy DUNCE. 2 
Hold your Tongue, you Fool, and go to ſleep; get 
you in, do you hear; you talk of Murder, you Rogue? 
you meddle with State Affairs? Get you in. 


The Scene opens in the middle of the Houſe, and diſcovers 
Sir JolLY JunBLE and the Lady putting Captain 
BEAUGARD in order as if be were dead. 


Sir Tolly FUMBLE. 
Lie till, lie till, you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when I bid 
you : You had beſt queſt and ſpoil the Sport, you had ! 
BEAUGARD. 
But pray how long mult I lie thus? 
Lady DUN CE. 
I'll warrant you'll think the time mighty tedious, 
BEAUGARD. 
Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you 
are near him? 


Sir Polly JUMBL E. 

You ſhall, Sirrah, if a body deſires you a little, ſo you 
ſhall ; we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be ſpoil'd elſe, Man, 
if you do not: Stretch out longer, longer yet, as long as 
ever you can. So, ſo, hold your Breath, hold your 
Breath; very well. 


Enter Maid. * 
AID. 
Madam, here comes Sir Day. 
Sir Jeg FUMBLE. 

Odds ſo, now cloſe again as I told you, cloſe you 
Devil, now ſtir if you dare; ſtir but any Part about you 
if you dare now; odd I'll hit you TY if you do; 
lie ſtill, lie you ſtill. 


Enter Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 


| My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear? I am come. 


Lady | 


PF * 
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Lady DUNCE. 

Ab, Sir! what is 't y'ave done? Y'ave ruin'd me, your 
Family, your Fortune all is ruin'd ; where ſhall we go, or 
whither ſhall we fly ? | 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Where ſhall we go! why, we'll go to Bed, you littl 
Jackadandy : Why, you are not a Wench, you Rogue 
you are a Boy, a very Boy, and J love you the better 
for't: Sirrah, hey 

Lady DUNCE. 

Ah, Sir, ſee there. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. Fs 

Bleſs us! a Man! and bloody! what, upon my Hall 
Table! kt 


Lady DUN CE. 

Two Ruffians brought him in juſt now, pronouncing 
this inhuman Deed was done by your Command: Sir 71 
came in the ſame Minute, or ſure I had dy'd with my 
diſtracting Fears. How could you think on a Revenge 
ſo horrid. | 

Sir Dawy DUNCE, | 

As I hope to be ſav'd, Neighbour, I only bargain'd 
with 'em to baſtinado him in a way, or fo, as one Friend 
might do to another ; but do you ſay that he is dead ? 

Sir folly FUMBLE. 
Dead. dead as Clay; ftark {tiff and uſeleſs all, nothing 

about him ſtirring, but all's cold and ſtill; I knew him a 
juſty Fellow once, a very mettled Fellow; 'tis a thouſand 
Pities. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
What ſhall I do? I'll throw myſelf upon him, kiſs his 
wide Wounds, and weep till blind as Buzzard. 
a Lad) DUN CE. 
Oh, come not near him, there's ſuch horrid Antipathy 
follows all Murders, his Wounds would ſtream afreſh 


i 


ſhould you but touch him. 


bir 
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Sir Davwy DUNCE. 

Dear Neighbour, deareſt Neighbour, Friend, Sir Folh, 
as you love Charity, pity my wretched Caſe, and give me 
Counſel ; I'll give my Wife and all my Eſtate to have him 
live again; or ſhall I bury him in the Arbour at the upper 
end of the Garden ? 

Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

Alas-a-day, Neighbour, never think on't, never think 
on't ; the Dogs will find him there, as they ſcrape Holes 
to bury Bones in; there is but one way that I know of. 

Sir Davy D U CF. 

What is it, dear Neighbour, what is it ? You ee 1 
am upon my Knees to you, take all I have and eaſe me of 
my Fears. 

Str Folly FUMBLE. 

Truly the beſt thing that I can think of, is putting of 
him to Bed, putting him into a warm Bed, and try to 
fetch him to life again, a warm Bed is the beſt 
thing in the World ; my Lady may do much too, ſhe's a 
good Woman, and I've been told underſtands a green 
Wound well. | 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

My Dear, my Dear, my Dear! 

| Lady DUNCE. 

Bear me away, oh ſend me hence afar off, where my 
unhappy Name may be a Stranger ; and this ſad Acci- 
dent no more remember'd to my Diſhonour. 


Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ah, but my Love! my Joy! are there no Bowels in 
thee ? 
Lady DUN c E. 
What would you have me do? 
Sir Daw DUN CE. D 
Pr'ythee do ſo much as try thy Skill, there may be one 
Dram of Life left in him yet; take him up to thy 
Chamber, put him into thy own Bed, and try what thou 
can'lt do wich him; pr'ythee do; if thou canſt but find 
"i Motion 
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Motion in him, all may be well yet; I'll go up to my 


_ Cloſet in the Garret, and ſay my Prayers in the mean 
while, 


Lady DUNCE. 
Will ye then leave this Ruin on my Hands ? 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Pray, pray, my Dear ; I beſeech you Neighbour, help 
to perſuade her if it be poſſible. 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Faith, Madam, do, try what you can do. I have a 
great fancy you may do him good ; who can tell but you 
maytave the Gift of Stroking ; pray Madam, be 3 

Lach DUNCE. 

I'll do whate'er's your Pleaſure. 


Sir Davy DUN CE. 


That's my beſt Dear: I'll go to my Cloſet and pray for 


thee heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this ſhould happen 


One 
BEAUGARD. 
So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel! 


Sir Jolly FUMBLE. . 

What no Thanks, no Reward for old Jolly now: 
Come hither Huſſy, you little Canary-Bird, you little 
Hopo'my-thumb, come hither : make me a Curt'fy, and 
give me a Kiſs now, hah! give me a Kiſs I ſay, oddI 
will have a Kiſs, ſo I will, I will have a Kiſs if I ſet on't; 
ſhoogh, ſhoogh, get you into a Corner when I bid you 
ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogb, what there already? [She goes ts 
Beaugard.] Well, I ha done; this tis to be an old Fellow 


. 
- BEAUGARD. 
And will you ſave tbe Life of him y'ave wounded ? 
La DUNCE. 
Dare you truſt yourſelf to my Skill for a Cure ? 
[Sir Davy appears at a Window abet. 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 


Hiſt! Hiſt! Cloſe, cloſe, I fay again, umn: 
Dawy, odds fo! 


Sir 
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Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
My Dear! my Dear | my Dew 1. 
Lady) DUNCE. 
Who's that calls? my Loye, is't you? 
Sir Davy DUNCE, 

Ay, ſome Comfort, or my Heart's broke! is there any 
Hopes yet? I've try'd to ſay my Pray'rs, and cannot: if 
he be quite dead, I ſhall neyer pray again; Neighbour, 
no Hopes ? 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. © 

Truly, little or none, ſome ſmall Pulſe I think there is 
left, very little : there's nothing to be done if you don't 
pray; get you to Prayers whatever you do, get you gone; 
nay, don't ſtay now, ſhut the Window I tell you. 
Sir Davwy DUNCE. 
Well, this is a great Trouble to me ; but good night. 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Good night to you, dear Neighbour : Get ye up, get 
ye up, and be gone into the next Room preſently, make 
haſte : [To Beaugard and Lady Dunce] but don't fleal away 
till I come to you, be ſure you remember, don't ye ſtir till 
I come ; piſh, none of this bowing and fooling, it but loſes 
ume; I'll only bolt the Door that belongs to Sir Dazy's 
Lodgiogs, that he may be ſafe, and be with you in a 
Twinkle: Ah, h, h, b ! So, now for the Door, very well, 
Friend, you are a | [ Bolts the Door. 

| Sings. 

Bonny 126 gan thoo wert mine, 

And twonty thooſand Poonds about thee, &c. 
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8 ; + hin 
CourTiNE Sound en a Couch in 8TLVIA's Chamber. 

COURTINE. * 
Eigho! heigho! ha ! Where am I? Was I drunk or mil 

a0, laſt night? Something leaning that way. But 
where the Devil am 1? Sincerely in a Baudy- houſe: I 
Fogh! what a ſmell of Sin is here! Let me look about; 
if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice of Piety in Me 
the Room, I am ſure I have gueſs'd right. What's the bir 
matter now ? Ty'd faft ! bound too! What Tricks have I 1 


play'd to come into this Condition ! I have lighted into 
the Terricories of ſome merrily-diſpos'd Chamber-maid or me | 
other; and ſhe in a witty Fit, forſooth, hath truſs'd me up 
thus : Has ſhe pinn'd no Rags to my Tail, or chalk'd me 
upon the Back now ? Would I had her Miſtreſs here ata done 
Venture. 

+ #.1.-+ & ow H 

What would you do with her, my enchanted Knight 
if you had her? You are too ſober for her by this time; T 
next time you get drunk, you may perhaps venture to 
ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you are, U 

COURTINE. 

Haſt thou done this, my dear Deſtruction? And am [ 
in thy Limbo? I muſt confeſs, when Fam in my Beer, my 
Courage does run away with me now and then: but let me 
looſe, and thou ſhalt ſee what a gentle humble Animal 
thou haſt made me. Fye upon't, what tie me up like an If : 
ungovernable Cur to the Frame of a Table ! let, let thy 
poor Dog looſe, that he: 7 may fawn and make much of 


thee a little. 
6274 
What with thoſe Paws which you have been ferreting 


Moor-Fields withal, and are very dirty ſtill; after you 
have 
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have been daggling yourſelf abroad for Prey, and can 
meet with none, you come ſneaking hither for a Cruſt, 
do you? 
MATD. 

Shall I fetch the Whip and the Bell, Madam, and flaſh 

him for his Roguery ſoundly ? 
COURTINE. 

Indeed, indeed! Do you long to be ferking of Man's 
Fleſh, Madam Flea-trap ? Does the Chaplain of the Fa- 
mily uſe you to the Exerciſe, that you are ſo ready for it? 


SYLVIA. 

If you ſhould be let looſe, and taken into Favour now, 
you would be for rambling again ſo ſoon as you had got 
your Liberty. 

COURTINE, 

Do but try me, and if ever I prove recreant more, let 

me be beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt, 
STLTIA. 
Promiſe to grant me but one Requeſt, and it ſhall be 
done. 
COURTINEZ. 
Hear me but ſwear. 
SYLYIA. 
That any body may do ten thouſand times a-day. 
COURTINE. 

Upon the Word of a Gentleman, nay, as I hope to gk 

Money in my Pocket. 
SYLYV1TA. 

There I believe him, Lehe ; you'll keep me Word 

you ſay? 


COURTINE. | 
If 1 Con't, hang me up in that Wench's old Garter. 
SYLLI A. 
dee, Sir, you have your Freedom. 
CGOURTINE. 
Well, now name the Price; what muſt I pay for't ? 
SYLFYIA. 
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SYLYLYIA. 

You, know, Sir, conſidering our ſmall Acquaintance, '1 
you have been pleaſed to talk to me very freely of Love. 
matters. | \ 

COURTINE. 

T muſt confeſs I have been ſomething to blame thy E 
way; but if ever thou heareſt more of it from my Mouth whi 
after this Night's Adventure—would I were well out of my 
this Houſe. 

SHTLVIA. | V 


Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you; for you muſt WW Fri 
underſtand, that ſpite of my Teeth, I am at laſt fallen in holc 


; laue moſt unmercifully. - Mo 
COURTINE. Fri 
And doſt thou imagine Iam fo hard- hearted a Villain 
425 to have no Compaſſion of thee i To 
8 TTLV TA | 

No, no, for I hope he's a Man you can have no Excep- WW , 1 

tions againſt, ** 
COURTINE. —_ 

Yes, yes, the Man is a Man, I'll aſſure you, that «00 > 

Comfort. | 
SYLV IA. — 

Who do you think it may be now ? try if you-can - 1 

gueſs him. — 
5 COURTINE. 2s 

Whoever he is, he's an honeſt Fellow 1I'11'warrant him, N 
and I believe will not ſhin himſelf very unhappy neither. 

If a Fortune of fve — Pounds, pleaſant Nights, I the 
and quiet Days can make him happy, I aſſure you he may — 
be ſoz but try once to gueſs at him. "ak 

COURTINE. "ty" 

But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

| SYTLYIA. | W 
Why, who is it you would wih me to? baza 


, COUR- 


dep · 


nay 
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COURTINE. 
You have. five thouſand Pounds you ſay, 
SYLFI A. 
Yes. 
COURTINE. 


Faith, Child, to deal honeſtly, I know well enough 
who 'tis I wiſh for; but Sweet-heart, before I tell you 
my Inclinations, it were but reaſonable that I knew yours, 

SYTLYIIA. 

Well, Sir, becauſe I am confident you will ſtand my 
Friend in the Buſineſs, I'll make a Diſcovery; and to 
hold you in ſuſperice no longer, you muſt know I have a 
Months-mind for an Arm- full of your dearly belov'd 
Friend and Brother Captain; what ſay you to't? 

COURTINE. | 
Madam your humbte Servant, good b'w"y, that's all. 
SYLY TA. 

What thus tray leave a Lady that fockindly, took You 
in, in your-laſt-Night's pickle, into her Lodging? whuther 
would you rave now, my Wanderer? 

COURTINE. 

Faith, Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in truſting 
me with your Paſſion, that I cannot ſtay bere without 
telling you, chat Jam three times as much in love with an 
Acquaintance of yours, as-you can be with any Friend of 
mine, 

SYLYI 4. 
Not with- my Waiting Woman, I hope, Sir. 
COURTINE. ' 
No, But it is with a.certain Kinſwoman of thine, Child, 


they call;her my Lady Dunce, and I think this is ber 


Houſe too ; they ſay ſhe will be civil upon a good occa- 
lion, therefore pr'ythee be charitable, and ſhew the way to 


her Chamber a lad. 
SYLPFYIA. 


What, commit Adultery, Captain? fy upon't ! What 
hazard yo Soul ? 
.COUR- 
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COURTINE., 7 

No, no, only venture my Body a little, that's all; look 
you, you know the Secret, and may imagine my Defires, 
therefore as you would have me aſſiſt your Inclinations, 
pray be civil and help me to mine; look you no de. 
murring upon the Matter, no Qualm, but ſhew. me the 
way, or you, Huſſy, you ſhall do't ; any Baud will ſerv: 
at preſent, for 1 will go. 

SYLY IA, 

But you ſhan't go, Sir. 

COURTINE. 

Shan't go, Lady ? 

SYLYIA. 

No, ſhan't go, Sir; did I not tell you when once you 
had got your Liberty, that you would be rambling again? 

COURTINE, 

Why, Child, wouldſ thou be ſo uncharitable to tie upa 
poor Jade to an empty Rack in thy Stable, when he 
knows where to go . and get Provender 
enough ? 
| STLEIFIN. -. 

Any muſty Provender I find will ſerve your * Turn, fo 
you have it but cheap, or at another Man' s Charges, 
| COURTINE, 

No, Child, I had rather my Ox ſhould graze in a Field 
of my own, than ſive hide-bound upon the Common, or 
run the Hazard of being pounded every Day for 
Treſpaſſes. 

SYLYIA. 

Truly, all things confider'd, tis a great Pity ſo good a 

Huſband-man as you ſhould want a Farm to cultivate. 
COURTINE. 

Wouldſt thou be but kind, and let me have a Bargain 

in a Tenement of thine, to try how it would agree with 


me. 
#4 1.0, IS 
And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for your 
Life ? 


COUR 


w 
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COURTINE. ' 

A pretty Lady of the Manor, and a moderate Rent, 
STI. 

Which you'll be ſure to pay very punctually? 

COURTINE. 

If thou doubteſt my Honeſty, faith e'en take a little 

Earneſt before-hand. 


SYLY 14. 

Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenant ; Imprimis, You 
ſhall oblige yourſelf to a conſtant Reſidence, and not by 
leaving the Houſe uninhabited, let it run to Repairs. - 

| COURTINE. 
Agreed, 
SYLYIA. 

Item, For your own ſake you ſhall promiſe to keep the 
Eftate well fenc'd and inclos'd, leſt ſome time or other 
your Neighbour's Cattle break in and ſpoil the 3 on 
apt the Ground, Friend. 


en he COURTIN F. 

endet MF Very juſt and reaſonable, provided I don't find it lie 
too much too common already, 

ni SYLYIA. 

n, fo Hem, You ſhall enter into ſtrict Covenant, not to take ' 
any other Farm upon your Hands, without my Conſent 
and Approbation ; or if you do, that then it ſhall be law- 

Fiel! ful for me to get me another Tenant, how and where I 


n, or think fit. 
for COURTINE. 
Faith, that's ſomething hard tho', let me tell you but 
that, Landlady.. 
ood 1 STLVIA. 
* Ufer theſe Terms, we'll draw Articles. 
n  _COURTINE. 
arpain And wen ſhall we fign 'em ? 
with | SYLYIA. 
W .v, this Morning, as ſoon as the ten o'Clock Office in 
Cern ar is open. 
your COU R- 
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| COURTINE. 

A Bargain; but how will you anſwer your Entertain. 
ment of a drunken Red-coat in your Lodgings at theſe 
unſeaſonable Hours ? 

| SYLYI14, 

That's a Secret you will be hereafter oblig'd to keep 
for your own ſake, and for the S your Friend 
Beaugatd ſhall anſwer for us there, 

COURTINE. 

Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had Miſchief in his Head, 

he behav'd himſelf ſo ſoberly laſt Night, has he taken a 


Farm lately too? 
$ YLV1 A. 


A Treſpaſler, I believe, if the Truth were known, 
upon the Provender you would fain have been biting at 
juſt now. 


Enter Ma1v. 
AID. 
Madam, Madam, have a care of yourſelf: I ſee Lights 


in the great Hall; whatever is the matter, Sir Davy and 


all the Family are up. 
COURTINE, 


I hope they'll come, and catch me here: Well, now 


you have brought me into this Conditins, what will you 
do with me, hah! 
SYLPIA. 


You won't be contented for awhile to be ty'd-up like a 


Aade toan empty Rack without Hay, will you ? 


COURTINE, 
Faith e'en take me, and put thy Mark upon me quick- 


ly, that if I light in ſtrange Hands they may know me for 
a Sheep of thine, 
SYLPY T4. 


What by your wanting a Fleece do you mean? If it 
muſt be ſo, come follow your Shepherd, B a a a. 


[ E-xeunt. 
Entet 
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Enter Sir DA vv Dunct and VERMIN, 


Sir Davy DU NCE. 

J cannot ſleep, I ſhall not ſleep again: J have pray'd 
too ſo long, that were I to be hang'd preſently, I have 
never a Prayer left to help myſelf i I was no ſooner laid 
upon the Bed juſt now and fall'n into a Slumber, but me- 
thought the Devil was carrying me down Ludgate-Hill a 
Gallop, fix puny Fiends with flaming Fe- orks run- 
ning before him like Link boys, to thrpw me head-long 
Na into Fleet-Ditch, which ſeem'd to be turn'd into a Lake 

of Fire and Brimſtone : would it were Morning. 


VERMIN. 
vn, Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal Night, 
8 4 Sir Daw DUNCE. 
But didſt thou meet never a white thing upon che Stairs. | 
VERMIN. 


No, Sir, not I; but methoughts I ſaw our great Dog. 
Touzer, with his great Collar on, fland at the Cellar Door 


ghts s I came along the old Entry. 
and | Sir Davy DUNCE. 
It could never be, Toxter has a Chain; had this 4 
| a Chain on? 
NOW - ER MIV. | 
you No, Sir, no Chain, but it had Touner's Eyes for all 
the World. 


e What, ugly great frightful Eyes ? 
VERMIN. 
Ay, ay, huge ſaucer Eyes, but mightily like Touxer's, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Hark ! Hark! 
VERMIN. 
What | what I beſeech you, Sir ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE, 
What's that upon the Stairs? Didſt thou hear nothing! 
rant, Hiſt, bak, pat; pat, pat, hark, heu! 


Late VE R- 
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VERMIN. 
Hear nothing! Where, Sir? | \ 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
ook! Look! 9 what's that in the Come 7 


there ? call 
VERMIN. 
Where ? E 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 51 
There. 


VERMIN. 

What, upon the Iron Cheſt ? 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-Caſe, 
See! fee! Now it flirs, and is coming this way. Ge 

VERMIN. gig 

Alas, Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice o'Peace z I be- ide, 
ſeech you; I dare not ſtay in the Houſe: I'll call the em, 
Watch, and tell em Hell's broke looſe ; 3 what ſhall 1do? 
Oh! Eu. 

Sir Day DUNC E. 

Oh Yermin, if thou art a true Servant, have pity on thy 
Maſter, and do not forſake me in this diſtreſſed Condi- 
tion. Satan be gone, I defy thee, 1'l] repent and be 
fav'd, I'll ſay my Prayers, I'll go to Church; Help! 
help! belp! Was there any thing, or no? In what Hole 
ſhall J hide myſelf ? 


Enter Sir JoILY JumBLs, FOuRBIN, and 
BloopDyY-BoNnsgs, 


Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

That ſhould be Sir Dawy's Voice; the Waiting-woman 
indeed told me, he was afraid and could not ſleep ; pretty 
Fellows, pretty Fellows both, you've done your Buſineſs 
handſomly ; what, PII warrant you have been a Whoring 
together now ; ha! You do well, you do well, I like 
you the better for't : What's o*Clock ? . 

FOURBIN. 
Near four, Si; twill not be Day yet theſe two Hoon. 
Gir 
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Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
Very well, but how got you into the Houſe ? 
FOURBIN. 
A ragged Retainer of the Family, Yermin I think they 
call him, let us in as Phyſicians ſent for by your Order. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Excellent Rogues ! And then I hope all things are — 
I gare Directions? 
FOURBIN. | 
To atittle, Sir; there ſhall not be a more critical ob- 
ſerver of your Worſhip's Pleaſure than your humble Ser- 
ant the Chevalier Foerbin. 0 
Sir folly FUMBLE, 
Get you gone, you Rogue, you have a ſharp Noſe, and 
re a nimble Fellow; I have no more to ſay to you, ſtand 
ide, and be ready when I call: here he comes; hiſt, 
em, hem, hem. | 


Enter Sir Davy Duncez, 


WW Hah! what art thou? | 

n thy Wi :proach thou like the rugged Bankfde Bear, 
-ond- be Eaft-Chrap Bull, or Monſter, ſhewn in Fair, 
nd be Make any Shape but that, and [Il confront thee, 
Help! Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
| Hol Alas, unhappy Man! I am thy Friend. 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Thou can'ſt not be my Friend, for I defy thee. Sir 
ally ! Neighbour! Hah ! Is it you? Are you ſure it is 
du? Are you yourſelf ? If you be, give me your Hand, 
u- a ay, I ba' ſeen the Devil. 
Sir Tolly JUMBLE. 
fines MW The Devil, Neighbour ! 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Ay, ay, theres no help for't ; at firſt I fancy'd it was 
young white Bear's Cub dancing in the Shadow of 
y Candle; then it was turn'd to a Pair of blue 
Vor. II. L Breeches 
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Breeches with wooden Legs on, ſtampt about the Room, 
as if all theCripples in Town had kept their Rendezvous 
there; when all of a ſudden it appear'd like a leathern 
Serpent, and with a dreadful Clap of Thunder, ow Out 


of the Window. dc 
| Sir Foly FUMBLE. th 
Thunder! Why 1 heard no Thunder. 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
That may be too; what, were you aſleep ? fri 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. | 
Aſleep, quotha, no, no; no ſleeping this Night for 
me I aſſufe you. 
Sir Davy DUNC E. 
Well, what is the beſt News then ? How does the Man? & 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
Ev*n as he did before he was born, nothing at all; he's 
dead, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. d 
Dead ! What, quite dead'! 
Sir Joly JUMBLE. , 
As good as dead, if not quite dead; "twas a horrid whe 
Murder ! and then the Terror of Conſcience, Neighbour, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. © J, 
And truly J have a very terriſy'd one, Friend, tho' 1 ai 
never found I had any Conſcience at all till now. Pray 
where-about was his Death's Wound? D 
| Sir folly FUMBLE. _ | and 
* Juſt here, juſt under his left Pap, a dreadful Gaſh, 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 91h D 
So very wide? 
Sir folly. FU MBLE. Sy 


Oh, as wide as my Hat, you might have ſeen hi 5 
Lang- Liver and Heart, as perfectly as if "_ * beet Jah, 
in his Belly, "i 
| Sir Davy D UNCE, 

bs there no way to have him privately bury'd, bod co , 
ceal this Murder ? Muſt I needs be hang'd by the N ＋ like i 

5 a Dog. 
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" 2 Dog, Neighbour? Do ] look as if I would be hang'd? 
Sir fly FUMBLE. | 
Truly, Sir Davy, I muſt deal faithfully with you, you 
do look a little ſuſpiciouſly at preſent; but have you ſeen 
the Devil, ſay you? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Ay, ſurely it was the Devil, nothing elſe could have 
frightened me ſo. 
Sir Jolh FUMB L E. 
Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels! what's that? 
Str Davy DUNCE, 
Potrftati ſempiterne cujus benevolentia ſervantur genter, 
& cujus miſericordia. 
[Kneels, holding up his Hands, and mutt' ring as if 
he pray d. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
Neighbour, where are you, Friend, Sir Davy? 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
Ah, whatever you do, be ſure to ſtand cloſe to me; 
where, where is it ? 


. Sir foly JUMBL E. 

Juſt, juſt there, in the Shape of a Coach and ſix * 
bo 1 einst the Wall. 
Pray Sir Davy DUNCE. 


Deliver us all, he won't carry me away in that Coach | 
and fix, will he? 


Sir folly FUMBLE. 
Do you ſee it ? . 
See it! Plain, plain: dear Friend adviſe me what I 


en bis ſhall do: Sir Folly, Sir Jelly, do you hear nothing ? > Sir 
d b been folly, ha! has he left me alone? Yermin, : 
| \'VERMIN. 
Sir . 2S 
| | Sir Davy DUNCE. © 
A Am I alive? Doſt thou know me again? Am 1 0 
a Dog Wndam Maſter „Sir Davy Dunce 4 


L 2 „VIER NI 
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YER MIV. 
J hope I ſhall never forget you, Sir. 
Sir Daw DUNCE, 
Dian thou ſee nothing? 
'f © 3 © # "EF 
Yes, Sir, methought the Houſe was all o'fire, Fire as 
it were. 
Sir Davy DUNC F. 
Didſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd and gnaſh'd 
their Teeth at me, Yermin? v 
VERMIN, 0 

Alas, Sir, I was afraid one of em would have bit off a 

my Noſe, as he vaniſh'd out of the Door, * 
Sir Davy DUNC E. ye 

Lead me away, I'll go to my Wife, I'll die by my own 
dear Wife ; run away to the Temple, and call Counſellor p 
my Lawyer, I'll make over my Eſtate preſently, I ſhan't x 
live till Noon; Þ'll give all I have to my Wife, Hah, 
Vernin ! | 

VERMIN. 

Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ah much, much too good for me, Yerminz thou canſt 
not imagine what ſhe has done for me, Man; ſhe would 
break her Heart if I ſhould give anything away from her, 
ſhe loves me ſo dearly. Yet if I do die, thow ſhalt have 
all my old Shoes. 


VERMIN. * 

I hope to ſee you live many a fair Day yet tho'. with 
Sir Davy DV NVC E. Eſtat 

Ah, my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me to my poot and j 
Wife: [ Extunts _ 
* 


SCENE draws and diſcovers Sir Jolly JUMBLE, 
Captain BEAUGARD, and Lady, in her Chamber. 
Lacy DUNCE. 


What think LI” now of a cold wet March 2 
: 


— 


h'd 
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the Mountains, your Men tir'd, your Baggage not come 
up, but at Night a dirty watry Plain toencamp upon, and 
nothing to ſhelter you, but an old Leaguer Cloak as tat- 
ter'd as your Colours ? Is not this much better now, than 
lying wet, and getting the Sciatica ? 

BEAU GARD. 

The Hopes of this made all this ealy to me:; the 
Thoughts of Clarinda have a thouſand times refreſh'd me 
in my Solitude; when-e'er I march'd, I fancy'd ſtill it 
was to my Clarinda; but when I came home, and found 
Clarinda loſt | — How could you think of waſting but 
a Night in the rank ſurfeiting Arms of this foul-feeding 
Monſter, this rotten Trunk of a Man, that lays claim to 


ou? 
b Lady DUNCE. 

T he Perſuaſion of Friends, and the Authority ef 
Parents! 


B EA U GAR D. 

And had you no more Grace, than to be rul'd by a 
Father and Mother ? 

La) DUNCE, 

When you were gone, that ſhould kave given me bet- 
ter Counſel, how could 1 help myſelf ? 

BEAUGARD. ES! 

Methinks, then, you might have found out ſome clean- 
lier Shift to have thrown away yourſelf upon, than nau- 
ſeous old Age, and unwholeſom Deformity. 

Lady DUNCE. 

What, upon ſome over-grown full-fed Country Fool, 
with a Horſe-Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine 
Eſtate ? one that ſhould have been drain'd and ſqueez'd, 
and jolted up and down the Town in Hackneys with 
Cheats and Hectors, and ſo ſent home at three o'Clock 
every Morning, like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, with a 
Belly-full of ſtumm'd Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. 

BEA U GARD. 

You might have made a tractable Beaſt of ſuch a one, 

he would have been young enough far training, 


L 3 Lady 
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Lay DUNCE, 
Is Youth then ſo gentle, if Age be ſtubborn? Yourg 
Men like Springs wrought by a ſubtle Work-man, eaſily 
ply to what their Wiſhes preſs *em ; but the Deſire once 
gone that kept 'em down, they ſoon ſtart ſtraight again, 
and no Signs left which way they bent befo e. 
[Sir Jolly at the Door perping, 
Sir folly FUMBLE, | 
So, ſo, who ſays I ſee any thing now? I ſee nothirg, 
not I; I don't ſee, I don't ſee, I don' i look, not ſo much 
as look, not I. od 


Enter Sir Davy Duncs. 


Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

I will have my Wife, carry me to my Wife, let me ge 
to my Wife, I'll live and die with my Wife, let the Devil 
do his worſt ; ab, my Wife, my Wife, my Wife !— 

3 Lay DVU N CE. 

Alas! alas! we are 1uin'd ! ſhift for yourſelf ; coun- 

terfeit the dead Corps once more, or any thing. 
Sir Davy DUNCE, 

Hah ! whoſoe'er thou art thou canſt not eat me ; ſpeak 
to me, who has done this? Thou canſt not ſay 1 did it, 
Sir Joly FUMBLE, 

Did it? did what? Here's nobody ſays you did any 
thing that I know, Neighbour ; what's the matter with 
you ? what ails you? whither do you go? whither do 
you run ? [tell thee here's nobody ſays a Word to you. 

Sir Day DUNCE, 
Did you not ſee the Ghoſt juſt now ? 
| Sir Foly FUMBLE. 

Ghoſt ! pr'ythee now, here's no Ghoſt ; whither would 
you go?.1 tell you, you ſhall nat ſtir one Foot farther 
Man, the Devil take me if you do. Ghoſt ! pr'ythee here's 
no Ghoſt at all, a little Fleſh and Blood indeed there is, 


ſome old, ſome young, ſome alive, ſome dead, and (0 
forth ; but Ghoſt ! fiſh, here's no Ghoſt, 
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Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

But, Sir, if I ſay I did fee a Ghoſt, I did ſee a Ghoſt, 
an you go to that; why ſure I know a Ghoſt when I fee 
one: Ah my Dear, if thou hadſt but ſeen the Devil half 
ſo often as I have ſeen him. 

Lady) DUNCE., 

Alas, Sir Dawy! if you ever lov'd me, come not, 

oh come not near me; I have reſolv'd to waſte the fhort 


Remainder of my Life in Penitence, and taſte of Joys no 
more, 


Sir Davy DUNCE. | 

Alas, my poor Child, but do you think there was no 
Gnoſt indeed? 

Sir Jh FUMBLE, 
Ghoſt ! Alas-a day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do here? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
And is the Man dead ? 
Sir Fly FUMBLE. 
Dead, ay, ay, ſtark dead, he's ſtiff by this time. 
Lady DUNCE. 

Here you may ſee the horrid ghaſtly Spectacle, the 
ſad Effects of my too rigid Virtue, and your too fierce 
Reſentment 

Sir Folly FUMBLE, 

Do you ſee there ? 

Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Ay, ay, I do ſee, would I had never ſeen him; would 
he had lain with my Wife in every Houſe between Cha- 
ring · Craſi and Aldgate, ſo this had never happened. 

Sir Fely FUMBLE, 

In troth, and would he had ; but we are all mortal, 
Neighbour, mortal ; to-day we are here, to-morrow gone 
like the Shadow that vaniſheth, like the Graſs that wither- 
eih, or like the Flower that fadeth; or indeed like any 
thing, or rather like nothing : But we are all mortal, 

Sir Davy DUNCE. - 


Heigh | 
| L 4 La 
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La DUNCE. 
Down, down that Trap-door, it goes into a Bathing. 
room; for the reſt leave it to my Conduct. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
"Tis very unfortunate, that you ſhould run yourſelf into | 
this Premunire, Sir Davy 
Sir Daw DUNCE. 5 * 
Indeed and fo it is. ? 
Sir Folly JUMBL E. 
For a Gentleman, a Man in Authority, a Perſon in 
Years, one that uſed to go to Church with his Neighbours. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Every Sunday, truly, Sir Jolly. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 


Ol 


Six Pounds a Vear to the very Poor, without Abate- : 
ment or DedyCtion : Tis very hard if ſo good a Common- \ 
wealth's. Man ſhould be brought to ride in a Cart, at laſt, 

and be hang'd in a Sun- iy AE to make Butchers 3 
and Suburb- Apprentices a Holiday; I'll e'en run away. 
Sir folly FUMBLE. \ 

Run away ! why then your Eſtate will be forfeited; 
you'll loſe your Eſtate, Man. | 8 

Sir Dawy-DUNCE, 
Truly yay ſay right, Friend; and a Man had better be , 
Half hang'd than loſe his Eſtate, you know, Nej 
Sir folly FUMBLE, wh 
Hang'd 1 no, no, I think there's no great fear of hang- 
ing neither: What, the Fellow wasbut a ſort of an un- I 
accountable Fellow, as I heard you ſay. 
Sir Dawy DUNCE, F 

Ay, ay, a pox on him, he was a ſoldierly fort of a Out 
Vagabond; he bad little or nothing but his Sins to live ſo 1 
apon; If I could have had but Patience, he would have 
been hang'd within theſe two Months, and all this Miſchicf I 


av d. I 
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[Beaugard rie up like a Ghoſt at a Trap-doer, juſt 
. before Sir Davy. 


Oh Lord 1 the _— the Devil, the Devil! 


[ Falls on bis Face. 
Sir foly FUMBLE. 
Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy what ails you ? what's the 


matter with you ? 


bir Day DUNCE. 
Let me alone, let me le fill; I will not look up to ſee 


an Angel; Oh-h-h? 


Lay DUNCE. 
My Dear, why do you do theſe cruel things to affright 


ae? Pray riſe and ſpeak to me. 


4 dare not ſtir, I ſaw the Ghoſt — juſt now. 


Lady DUNCE. 
Ghoſt again! what Ghoſt ? where ? 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 
Why, there! * ==" hp 
Sir Folly FUMB LE. 
Here has been no Ghoſt. - 
Sir Day DUNGCE. 
Why, did you ſee nothing then ? 
Lady DUNCE. 
See nothing! no, nothing but one another. 
Sir Day DUNCE. © 
Then J am enchanted, or my End is near at hand, 


Neighbour ; for Heaven's ſake, Neighbour, adviſe me, 
what I ſhall do to be at reſt. 


Sir Folly FUMBLE. | 
Do! why, what think you if the Body were remov d? 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
Remov'd, I'd give a hundred Pound the Body were 


out of my Houſe ; may be then the Devil wow'd not be 
ſo impudent. 


Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
I have diſcover'd a Door-place in the Wall betwixt 
Ls my 
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my Lady's Chamber and one that belongs to me; if you 

think fit we'll beat it down, and remove this troubleſome 
_ of Earth to my Houle, | 
| Sir Davy DUNCE. 

But will you be ſo kind. 
| Sir Folly JUMBLE. | 

If you think it may by any means be ſerviceable to you, 

Sir Dawy DUNCE, 

Truly, if the Body was remov'd, and diſpos'd of 
privately, that no more might be heard of the matter— 
b hope he'll be as good as his Word, Adi. 

| | Sir Jolly FUMBLE. 

Fear nothing, I'll warrant you; but in troth J had ut 
terly forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 


| ' Siy Davy BUN. 
What's That ? | 
Sir Joly FUMBLE. 


Why, it will be abſolutely neceſſary that your Lady 
ſaid with me at my Houſe for one Day, till things were 
better ſettled. 

Sir Dany DUNCE®. 

Ah, Sir Telly! whatever you think fit; any a of 
mire that you have a mind to; pray take her, pray take 
- mas, you ſhall be very welcome. Hear you, my deateſt, 
there is but one way for us to get rid of this untoward 
Buſineſs, and Sir Jolly has found it out; therefore by all 
means go along with him, and be rul'd dy him; and 
whatever Sir Tolly woald have thee do; e'en do it: 80 
Heay'n proſper ye, good b'w'y, good b'w'y, til} J fee 


you again, L 
Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
This is certainly the civileſt Cuckhold in City, Town, 
or Country. 


BEAUGARD. | 


Is he gone? . [Steps out, 


Lay 
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Ves, and has [ef poor me here. 

„„ „onen 

In troth, Madam, 'tis barbarouſly done of him, to com- 
mit a horrid Murder on the Body of an innocent poor 
Fellow, and then leave you to ſtem the Danger of it. 

Sir Joly FUMBLE. 

Odd, an I were as thee, Sweet-heart, I'S be reveng 'd 
on him for it, ſo I would. Go get you together, ſteal out 
of the Houſe as ſofily as you can, I'll meet you in the 
Piazza preſently ; go, be ſure you ſteal out of the Houſe, 
and don't let Sir Davy ſee you. [The Scene puts. 


Sir JOLLY comes forward. Eater Broopr-Bonzs. 

Bloody- Bones, 
BLOODY- CONES 
I am here, Sir. 10 
Sir Joly FUMBLE, | 

Go you and Fourbin to my Houſe preſently; bid Mon- 
ſieur Fourbin remember that all things be order d accord - 
ing to my Directions. Tell my Maids. too, I am coming, 
home in a trice ; bid 'em get the great Chamber, and the 
Banquet I ſpoke for, ready preſently : And d'ye hear, 
carry the Minſtrels with. you too, for I'm reſolv'd to re- 
joice this Morning. Let me ſee———Sir Dauy . 

Eater Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. | 

Ah, Neighbour, tis I; Is the Buſineſs done? I cannot 


be ſatisfi'd-cill L am ſure : Have you remov'd the Body ? 
is it gone? | 


* 


Sir Folly JUMBBLE.. * 

Ves, yes, my Servants: convey ' d it out of the Houſe: - 
juſt now. Wal, Sir Davy, a good Morning to you: Þ 
wiſh you your Health with all my Heart, Sir Davy; the 


firſt thing you do tho!; Pd have you ſay your Prayers by 
all * If you can. 
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Sir Day DUNCE. 
If I can poſſibly, I will. 
Sir Jelly JUMBLE. 
Well, good b'w'y. [ Exit Sir Jy. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 
Good b'w'y * ng good Neighbour. ———=V ris 
grain. | 


Euter VEgERMIN. 


ERNI. 

Did your Honour call ? 

Sir Davy DUNCE.- 

Go run, run preſently over the Square, and call the 
Conſtable preſently ; tell him here's Murder committed 
and that I muſt ſpeak with him inſtantty——T'l] e en carry 
him to my Neighbour's, that he may find the dead Rody 
there, and ſo let my Neighbour be very fairly hang'd in 
my ftead ; hah! a ve ry good Jeſt, as I hope 25 ba, 
ma, ha! what' 8 Kr | | 
A WATCHMEMN at the Dor. 

” Almoſt Four-o'clock, and a dark cloudy Morning ; 
good-morrow my Maſters all, good-morrow. 


Enter Conflable and Watch. 


CONSTABLE. 

How's This, a Door open | Come in, Gentlemen - 
Ah, Sir Davy, your Honour's humble Servant, I and my 
Watch going my Morning-Rounds, and finding your Door 
open, made bold to enter, to ſee there were no Danger. 


Your CBP will excuſe our Care : a good a to 
. you, Sir 


Sir. Dawy DU Vc. 
Ob, Mr. Conſtable, 1 I'm glad you're here, I ſent my 
Man juſt now ta call you. I have fad er gd 0 tell n 
Mr. Conſtable. 
CONSTABLE. 
I am ſorry for that, Sir; ſad News l 


AK 


in 
IL 
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Sir Davy DUN CE. 
Oh, ay, ſad News, very ſad News rely : Here has 
been Murder committed. 
CONSTABLE. 
Murder ! if that's all, we are your humble Servants, 


Sir, we'll, bid you good Morrow: Murder's nothing at 


this time o' Night in Cævent-Garden. 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

O, but this is a horrid bloody Murder, done under my 
Noſe ; I cannot but take notice of it; tho' I am ſorry to 
tell you the Authors of it, very ſorry truly. 

GONST ABLE. 

Was it committed here near hand 7 

Sr Day DUNCE. 

Oh, at the very 'next door; a ſad Murder indeed. 
After they had done, they carry'd the Body privately into 
my Neighbour Sir Jos Houle here; I am ſorry to tell 
it you, Mr. Conſtable, for I am afraid it will look but 


ſcurvily on bis fide ; tho” I am a Juſtice o' Peace, Gentle- 


men, and am bound by my Oath to take notice of it; 1 
can't help it. 
i WATCHMA N. 
I never lik'd that Sir Jolly. 
CONSTABLE. 
He threatned me Yother Day for carrying a little dirty 
draggle- tai d Whore to Brideauell, and faid ſhe was his 
Couſin, Sir. If your Worſhip thinks fit, we'll go ſearch 


his Houſe. 
Sr Dawy DUNCE, 

O, by all means, Gentlemen, it muſt be ſo; Juſtice 
muſt have its Courſe; the King's liege Subjects muſt not 
be deſtroyed. Fermin, carry Mr. Conſtable and his Dra- 
gons into the Cellar, and make em drink; I'll but ſtep 
into my Study, put on my Face of Authority, and call 
upon ye inſtantly. 

AIWATCHMEN, 


We thank your Hondur. | '{Excunt. 


SCENE 


— — — 
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SCENE changes to Sir JoLLY JuunLe's. A . 


Enter Sir Jol Ir jung x, Captain BEAUGARD, and 
Lady Dux ex. 


Sir Jely FUMBLE, 


So, are ye come? Iam glad on't; odd y'are welcome, be! 
very welcome, odd ye are; here's a ſmall Banquet, but | 
I hope 'twill pleaſe you ; fit ye-down, fit ye down both K 
together, nay, both together: A pox o“ him that parts * 

e, I ſa 
: N BEA U GAR D. cut 


Sir Jolly, this might be an Entertainment for An/hony Mc 
and Cleopatra, were they living. 
Sir Foly FUMBLE, ha, 
Piſh ! a Pox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they are dead 
and rotten long ago; come, come, time's but ſhort, 


time's but ſhort, and muſt be made the beſt uſe of ; for 8 
| Youth's a Flower that fron does fade, = 
| And Life is but a Span ; | 
| Man was fer the Woman naue, ( 
And Woman made for Man. | Wh 

ther 


Why now we can be bold, and make merry, and friſk dye 
| and be briſk, rejoice, and make a Noile, Hr: | am Bag 
| pteas'd, mightily pleas'd, odd I am. _ Rab 

Lacy DUNCE. 
Really, Sir Folly, you are more a Philoſopher than I Ent, 
| thought you were. 
| Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
Philoſopher, Madam! yes, Madam, I have read Books 

in my time; odd, Ariffe!/e, in ſome things, had very pretty T 
| Notions, he was an underſtanding Fellow. Why don't the 
| ye eat, odd, an ye don't eat—here Child, here's ſome Rin- your 
| goes, help, help your Neighbour a little ; odd they are 
| my good, very comfortable, very cordial; M 


BEAU. 


— kd 


——_— „ 
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: BEAUGARD. by 
Sir Jolly, your Health, | a 4d 
Sir Foly FUMB LE. 
With all my Heart, old Boy, | 
Lady DUNCE. 
Dear Sir Folly, what are theſe, I never taſted of theſe 


before. 
Str Jolly 7 UMBLE. 

That! eat it, eat it, eat it when I bid you; odd, 'tis the 
Root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather em every 
May myſelf z odd, they'll make an old Fellow of ſixty five 
cut a Caper like a Dancing-Mafter ; give me ſome Wine: 
Madam, here's a Health, here's a Health, Madam, 
here's a Health to honeſt Sir Davy, faith and troth, ha, 


ha, ha, [ Dance, 


Enter BLOODY- BONES, 
BLOODY-BONES, 

Sir, Sir, Sir! What will you do? Yonder's the Con- 
ſtable and all his Watch at the Door, and threatens De- 
moliſhment, if not admitted preſently. 

Sir Folly FUMBLE, 

Olds ſo! Odds ſo! the Conſtable and his Watch! 
What's to be done now? Get you both into the Alcove 
there, get ye gone quickly, quickly ; no Noiſe, no Noiſe ; 
d'ye hear, the Conſtable and his Watch ! A pox on the 
Conſtable and his Watch z What the Dexil have the Con- 
ſtable and his Watch to do here ? 


Enter Conflable, Watch, and Sir Davy Duxcx. Scena 
outs. Sir JOLLY JUMBLE comes forward. 


CONSTABLE. 
This way, this way, Gentlemen ; ſtay one of ye at 


the Door, and let no body paſs, do you hear ? Sir Folly 


your Servant. | 
Sir Fly FUMBLE, 


Arr. this 1 this Diſturbance committed upon 
| | my 
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my Houſe and Family; Sir, Sir, Sir! What do you mean 
by theſe Doings, ſweet Sir? Hoh! 
CONSTABLE. 

Sir, having received Information, that the Body of a 
murdered man is conceal'd in your Houſe, I am come, 
according to my Duty, to make Search and diſcover the 
truth. Stand to my Aſſiſtance, Gentlemen. 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

A murder'd Man, Sir! | 

Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

Yes, a murder'd Man, Sir: Sir Folly, Sir Jolly, I am 
{ſorry to ſee a Perſon of your Character and Figure in the 
Pariſh, concern'd in a Murder, I ſay. 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Here's a Dog! Here's a Rogue for you! Here's a Vil- 
lain! here's a Cuckoldy Son of his Mother! I never knew 
a Cuckhold in my Life, that was not a falſe Rogue in his 
Heart; there are no honeſt Fellows lwing but Whore- 
maſters. Hark you, Sir, what a pox do you mean ? you had 
beſt play the Fool, and ſpoil all, you had; what's all this for? 

Sir Davy DUNCE. | 

When your Worſhip comes to be hang' d, you”ll find 

the Meaning on't, Sir. I ſay once more, ſearch the Houſe, 
CONSTABLE. 

It ſhall be done, Sir; come along, Friends. 

T Exeunt Conflable and Watch. 
ir folly FUMBLE. 

Search my Houſe ! O Lord! Search my Houſe ! What 
will become: of me ? I ſhall loſe my Reputation with Man 
and Wowan, and no body will ever truſt me again: O Lord! 
Search my Houſe? all will be diſcovered, do what I can? 
I'll fing a Song hs a dyivg Swan, and try to give them 
Warning. 

Go from the — my, Love, ny Loue my . 
60 from the Window my Dear ; 
The Wind and the Rain 

Has brought 'em back again, 

nd thou canft have no Lodging ere. 


O Lord? 


of th 


or T'1] 
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[1 O Lord! Search my Houſe ! 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. | 

Break down that Door, I'll have that Door broke open, 
break down that Door, I ſay. [ Knocking within, 

Sir Folly FUMBLE. 

Very well done, break down my Doors ! break down' 
my Walls, Gentlemen! plunder my Houſe ! raviſh my 
Maids ! Ah, curſt be Cuckolds, Cuckolds, Conſtables, 
and Cuckolds, 


SCENE aravs and diſcovers BxavucarD and. Lady 
ele 
BEAU GARD. 
Stand off, by ters the firſt that comes here comes 


1 upon his Death, 

4 Sir. Daw DUNCE. 

Sir, your humble Servant, I'm glad to ſee you are alive 
again with all my Heart; Gentlemen, here's no harm 
done, Gentlemen, here's no body murder'd, Gentlemen, 
the Man's alive again, Gentlemen ; but here's my Wife, 
Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman with her, Gentlemen; 
and Mr, Conſtable, I hope you'll bear me witneſs, Mr. 
Conſtable. | : 


XR >» 


1 
ad 
1¹ 


Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
That he's a Cuckold, Mr. Conſtable. [4c 
| BEAUGARD. 
Hark ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping at my 
Heels, or I ſhall ſo feage ye. ; 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 


Get ye gone, ye Dogs, ye Roguee, ye Night-Toads 


- of the Pariſh Dungeon; diſturb my Houſe at theſe un- 
_ ſeaſonable Hours, get ye out of my Doors, get ye gone, 


or T'll brain ye, s, Rogues, Villains. 
: ny [Exeunt Conflabie end Watch. 
BEAUGARD. | 
And next for you, Sir, Coxcomb, you ſee I am nat 
murder'd, tho* you paid well for the Performance; what 


think f bribi own Man to murder me? 
d: ink you o ng my 3 
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Enter FourBiN and Broobr- Bon ES, ( 


Look ye, Sir, he can cut a Throut upon occaſion, and \ 
here's another dreſſes a Man's Heart with Oil and Pepper, 


better than any Cook in Chriſtendom. * 
FOUR BIN. ha 


Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have one for your Break 
faſt this Morning. | | 
Sir Day DUNCE. 
With all my Heart, Sweet-heart, any thing in the 
World, faith and troth, ha, ha, ha ! this is the pureſt d 
Sport, = ha, ha! 


Enter VERMIN. 


FERMIN. 

Oh, Sir, the moſt unhappy and moſt unfortunate v 
News! There has been a Gentleman in Madam $Sy/via's M thee 
Chamber all this Night, who juſt as you went out of 
Doors carry'd her away, and ver 11 are ber. no 0 
bevy knows. | Unc 

Sir Davy 5 Uv g E. 1 F 

With all Heart, I am glad on'c, Child, I wou'd not care N 
if he'd carry'd away my Houſe and all, Man, Unhappy Eyes 
News, quotha ! poor Fool, he does not know I am 


Cucko!d, and that any body may make bold with what be- In 
longs to me, ha, ha, ha! I am ſo pleas'd, ha, Kh theſe 
I think I never was ſo pleas'd.in om oF Life befc there 
ha, ha. 3 * * 

117 5 4 U b. | A 


Nay, Sir, I have a Hank upon yon; there are + Lawn 
for Cut-throats, Sir; and as you tender your future Cre- v. 
dit, take this wrong'd Lady home, and uſe her hand ſom. 
ly, uſe her like my Miſtreſs, Sir, do you mark me, that In 
when we think fit to meet again, I have no | Content ov Bit" 
you 4 this muſt be done, Friend, + + | 

Sir Foly FUMBLE. 
In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſonable; in rob 
= 4 
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Lady DUNCE. 
Can you my Dear, forgive me one Misfortune ? 
Sir Davy DUNCE. 

Madam, in one Word, I am thy Ladyſhip's moſt hum- 
ble Servant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dance, Kat. living in 
Crvent-Garden z ha, ha, ha! well this is > mighty pretty, 
ha, ha, ha ! 


Enter SYLVIA followed by 93 


SYLY TA, 
Sir Folly, ah Sir Jolly, protect me or I am ruin'd. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
My tittle Minikin, js it thy Squeak ? 
BEAUGARD. 
My dear Courtine, welcome. 
Sir Folly FUMBLE, 
vnate Well Child, and what would that wicked Fellow do to 
via chee Child? hah Child, Child, what would he do to thee? 
ut of SYLYLVIA, 
1e no Oh, Sir, he has moſt inhumanly ſeduc'd me out of my 
Vacle s Houſe, and threatens to marry me, 
_COURTINE, 
t care Nay, Sir, and ſhe having no more Grace before her 
happy Eyes neither, has e'en taken me at my Word, 
Sir Folly FUMBLE. 
In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't like 
theſe Marriages, I'll have no P in my Houſe, and 
there's an end on't. 


Sir Davy D U NCE. 
And do you intend to marry my Niece, Friend! 


COURTINE, 
Yes, Sir, and never aſk your Conſent neither, 
Sir Dawy DUNCE. 

In troth, and that's very well ſaid; I am glad on't with 
all my Heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thouſand Pounds 
to her Portion, and my Eſtate's bound to pay it; well, 
this is the happieſt Day, ha, ha, ba! 


Here 
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Here take thy Bride like Man and Wife agree. 

And may ſhe prove as kind —as mine to me. Ha, ha, ba, 
BEA U GARD. 1 

Courtine T wiſh thee Joy: thou art come opportunely 
to be a Witneſs of a perfect Reconcilement between me 
and that worthy Knight Sir Davy Dunce ; which to pre- 
ſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we part, enter into 
ſuch Covenants for Performance as I ſhall think fit. 

Sir Day DUNCE. 

No more to be ſaid, it ſhall be done, Sweet-heart: 
But don't be too hard upon me, uſe me 'gently as thou 
didit my Wife; gently, ha, ha, ha! a very good felt, 
Ifaith, ha, ha, ha! if he ſhould be cruel to me, Gen- 
tlemen, and take this advantage over a poor Cornuto, to 
lay me in a Priſon, or throw me in a Dungeon at leaſt, 

I hope amongſt al: you, Sirs, I ſhan't fail 
To find one Brother-Cuckold out for Bail. 
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KX 7 1TH the Diſcharge of Paſſions much oppreſt, 
Difturb'd in Brain and Penfive in his Breaft, 

Full of thaſe Thoughts which make th'Unhappy /ad, 

And by Imagination half grown mad, 5 

The Poet led abroad bis Mourning Muſe, 

Zen. Ml 4rd let her range, to ſee what Sport he'd chu. 

„ to I 6iraight like a Bird got Iooſe, and on the Wing, 

Pleas'd with her Freedom for began to fing; 

Each Note was eccho'd all the Vale along, 

And this was what foe utter d in her Song: 

Wretch, write no more for an uncertain Fame, . 

Ner call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to blame: 

Confider with thyſelf how then rt unfit | 

To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit : 

A Wit's a Toad, who fell d with filly Pride, 

Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World befiat ; 

Civil would ſeem, tho" he good Manners lacks, 

Smiles on all Faces, rails behind all Backs, 

If er, good-natur'd, nought to ridicule, 

Cod. Nature melts a Wit into @ Fool : 

Placd high like ſome Fack-pudding in a Hall, 

4t Chriſtmas Rewvels he makes Sport for all. 

So much in little Praiſes he delights, 

But when he's angry draws his Pu, and writes : 

A Wit to no Man will his Dues allow ; 

Wits will not part with a good Word that's que: 

de who'er ventures on the ragged Coaſt 

Of Rarwing Poets, certainly is loft, 

They rail like Porters at the Penny-Poſt, 

At a new Author's Play ſee one but fit, 

Making his ſnarling froward Face of Wit, 
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The Merit he allows, and Praiſe he grants, 
Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants, 
O Poets, bade a care of one another, 

There's hardly ene among ſt you true to other: 
Like Trincalo's and Stephano's, ye play 

The lendeſt Tricks each other to betray, © 


Like Foes detract, yet flatt'ring friend-like ſmile, | 


And all is one another to beguile 

Of Praiſe, the Monſter of your barren Ie. 

Enjoy the Proftitute ye ſo admire, 

Enjoy her to the full of your Defire, 

Whilſt this poor Scribbler wiſhes to retire. 

Where le may ne er repeat his Follies mores 

But curſe the Fate that wreck'd bim on your Shore, 


Now you, wwho this Day as his Judges fit, 
After you ve heard what he has ſaid of Vit; 
Ouzht for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 
But ſbew ſo much to think he meant none here. 
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Hie nofler Authores habet ; 

Quorum emulari exoptat negligentiam 

Potius, quam iftorum obſcuram diligentiam. 

Dehinc ut quieſcant porro moneo, & definant | 
Maledicere, malefafta ne noſcant ſua. Terence, 
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Eldeſt Son to the Right Honourable the O 
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Marquiſs of HAL LIF Ax. 


My Logp, | 
was not without a great deal of 
P/N 05 . Debate with myſelf, that I could re- 
5 | #Z olive to make this Preſent to your 
} * Lordſhip : For tho? Epiſtles dedicatory 
| be lately grown fo epidemical, that 
either ſooner or later, no Man of Qua- 
15 As... the leaft Author has the leaſt Pretence 
to be troubleſome to) can eſcape them; yet me- 
thought your Lordſhip» ſhould be as much above 
the common Perplexities that attend your Quality, 
as you are above the common Level of it, as well 
in the moſt exalted Degrees of a noble generous 
Spirit, as in a piercing Apprehenſion, good Under- 
ſtanding, and daily tipening Judgment, all ſweetned 
by an obliging Affability and "Condeſcenſion.; of 
which I have often, in the Honour of your Conver- 
ſation, had particular cauſe to be proud; and for 
which therefore, a more than ordinary Reaſon, Sow, 


0 be grateful, | s 


1 7 


— 


DEDICATION. 

And it is upon that Pretence, I here preſume thre 
to ſhelter this Trifle under your Protection; for pre! 
indeed it hath great need of ſuch Protection: having Ml dati 
at its firſt coming into the World met with many mie 
Enemies, and very induſtrious ones too; but this e 
way-I was ſure it muſt live? Nould he but once vouch- ning 
75 to eſpouſe its 7 ee whoſe Generoſity will over. less 
throw the ignableſt Envy; whoſe good Nature cannot 
but confound the moſt inueterate Malice, and whoſe Wit elle 
muſt baffle the ſaucieſt Ignorance. 

My Lord, it would but argue me of the meaneſt 
Impertinence and Formality, to pretend here an 
Harangue of thoſe Praiſes you deſerve : For he 
who telis the World whoſe Son you are, has faid 
enough to thoſe who do not know you; and the 
happy few, whom You have pick'd and choſen for 
your Converſation, cannot but every Hour you 
are pleas'd to beſtow upon them, be ſenſible of more 
than I could tell them in a Volume: Your Lord. Ib tak 
ſhip being the beſt Panegyric upon yourſelf ; the much 
Son of that Great Father of his Country, who when 
all manner of Confuſion, Ruin, and Deſtruction 
was breaking in upon us, like the Guardian Angel 
of theſe Kingdoms, ſtood up; and with the Tongue Y 
of an Angel too, confounded the Subtleties of that 
Infernal Serpent, who would have debauched us 
from our Obedience, and turned our Eden into a 
Wilderneſs, Certainly his Name muſt be for ever 
honourable, precious his Memory, and happy bis 
Generation, who durſt exert his Loyalty, when it 
was grown almoſt a Reproach to have any, and ſtem 
a Torrent of Faction, popular Fury, and ferment- 
ing Rebellion, to the preſerving of the beſt of Kings 
in his Throne, and the happieſt of People in their 
Liberties. 

May he live long to compleat the Reparations he 
has made in 4 — ſtill by the ſtrength of 


his Judgment, to foreſee thoſe Evils, that may yet 
threaten 
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threaten us, and by the Power of his Wiſdom to 
prevent them; to root out the Footing and Foun- 
dations of the King's open (nay, and boſom) Ene- 
S nies: As a watchful, bold, and ſincere Counſellor | 
y to his Maſter ; to be a driver of treacherous grin- 
b. ning, ſelf-ended Knaves, inſinuating Spies, and uſe- 
leſs unprofitable Fools from his Service: A Patron 
and Promoter of Honeſty, Merit, and Ability, which 
1 ele too often, by Neglect, are corrupted to their 
Contraries. | 
In fine to continue (as he is) a kind indulgent Fa- 
ther to your Lordſhip, ſo much every wy his Son, 
and fit to inherit his Honours, as, in the ſtrong and 
ſhining Virtues of your Mind, the fixt and ſteady 
Diſpoſition, of your Loyalty, the Goodneſs and 
obliging Temper of your Nature, is apparent ; by 
which only I muſt ever humbly confeſs, and no pre- 
ſumptive Merit of my own, I have been encouraged 
to take this Opportnnity of telling the World how 
nuch I defire to be thought 


Your Lordſbip's 
humble Servant to be commanded, 
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PROLOGUE 


HOUGH Plays and Prologues ne'er did more 3 For 


Ne'er were good Prologues harder to be fonne. 

To me the Cauſe ſeems eas' ly underſtood : 
For there are Poets prove not wery good, 
Who, like baſe Sign-Poſt Dawbers, wanting Skill, 
Steal from great Maſter's Hands, and Copy ill. 
Thus, if by Chance, before a noble Feaſt 
Of Gen'rous Wit, to whet and fit your Taſte, 
Some poignant Satire in à Prologue riſe, 
And growing Vices handſomely chaſliſe ; 
Each Poetaſter thence preſumes on Rules, 
And ever after calls ye downright Fools. 

Theſe Marks deſcribe him.— 
Writing by rote; ſmall Wit, or none to ſpare ; 
Jingle and Chime's his Study, Toil and Care: 
He always in one Line upbraids the Age; 
And a good reaſon why ; it rhymes to Stage. 
With Wit and Pit he keeps a hideous Pother ; 
Sure to be damn'd by One, for want of T'ether : 
But if, by Chance, he gets the French Word Rallery, 
Lord, how he fegues the Vizor-Maſques with Gallery! 

"Tis ſaid, Aſtrologers lrange Wonders find 
To come in two great Planets lately join'd. 
From our two Houſes joining, moſt will hold 
Vaſt Deluges of Dutneſs were foretold. : 
Por Holborn Ballads now being borne away 
By Tides of duller Madrigals than they ; 
Jockeys and Jennys /et to Northern Airs, 


While lowyy Theſpis chaunts at Cuntry Fairs, 2 
5 Po'itick 


N 


PROLOGUE. 


Politick Ditties, full of Sage Debate, 

Aud merry Catches how to rule the State. 

Vicars negle& their Flocks, to turn Tranſlators, 

414 Barley-water Whey: fac d Beau's write Satires ; 
Thr" nont can gueſs to which moſt Praiſe belongs, 

To the learn'd Verſions, Scandals, or the Songs. 
For all Things now by Contraries ſucceed ; 

Of Wit or Virtue there's no longer need: 

Beauty ſubmits to him who loudeſt rails ; 

She fears the ſaucy Fop, and he prevails, 

Who for his beft Preferment would deviſe, 

Let him renounce all Honeſty, and riſe. 

Villains azd Parafites Succeſs will gain ; 

But in the Court of Wit, Gall Dulneſs reign? 

Me Let th Angry "Squire give his lambick's o'er, 
Teirl Crevat-flrings, but write Lampoons no more; 
Rhymeſters get Wit, “er they pretend to ſhow it, 

Nor think a Game at Cramboe makes a Poet: 

Elſe is our Author hopeleſs of Succeſs, | 

But then his Study all be next time leſs : 

He'll find out Ways to your Applauſe more eaſy ; 

That is, write worſe and worſe, "till be can pleaſe ye. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Father to Beraugard, 
Beaugara, 

Caourtine, 

Daredevil, 

Theodoret, 

Gratian, 

Ræſard, Gratian's Man, 
Plunder, Beaugard's Man, 


wo MEN. 
An. Dany. 


Porcia, 

Lucretia, 

S;lvia, Courtine's Wife, 

Mrs. Furniſh, an Exchange-Woman, 
Pbiliis, Porcia's Woman, 

Chloris, Lucretia's Woman, 


Six Ruffians, Footmen, a Dwarf, and Page. 
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Or, The SECOND PART of the 
SOLDIER's FORTUNE. 


WOOD QCRCIODDOIORXR 
ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter PR and Bis PATHER, | 


E BA U 0 1 N. | 
IR, I ſay, and ſay again, no Matrimony; TIE not be 
noos'd. Why, I befeech you, Sip, tell me plainly and 
fairly, what have I done, that I deſerve to be — 
FATHER. 
Why,” Sauce. bon, T your old Father, was marry be. 
fore you were born. 
BEAU G ARD. 
Ay, Sir, and I thank you, the next thing "_ did 
was, you begot me; the Conſequence of which was 30 


. 


follows : As ſoon as I was born you ſent me to Narſe, where 


I ſuck'd two Years at the dirty Dugs of a foul- feeding 
Witch, that liv'd in a thatch'd Sty upon the neighb'ring 
Common z as ſoon es I was big enough, that you might 
be rid of me, you ſent me to a Place cal d-a School, to 

M 4 be 


Tz 
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be flaſh'd and box'd by a thick-fiſted Blockhead, 72 
cou'd not read himfelf ; where I learned no Letters, not 
got no Meat, but ſuch as the old Succubus his Wife bought 
- at a ſtinking Price, ſo over-run with Vermin, that it usd 
to crawl home after her. 
FATHER, 

' S'rrah, it was the more nouriſhing, and made ſuch 
young, idle Whoreſons as you fat, fat, you Rogue. I re- 
member the young Dog at twelve Year old had a broad» 
ſhining, pufft, Bacon Face, like a Cherubim; — now he 
won't marry. 


BEAUGARD. 


not know what to do with me farther, till after a Twelve- 
month's Deliberation, out of abundance of Fatherly Af. 
ſection and Care of your Poſterity, you very civilly and 
fairly turn'd me out of your Doors, 

FATHER. | 

The impudent, termagant, unruly Varlet rebell'd with 
too much Plenty, and took up Arms againſt my Concu- 
bine. Tarn'd you out of my Doors 

| BEAUGARD. 
Ves, turn'd me out of Doors, Sir. 
FATHER. 
Had I not reaſon, Maſter Hector! 
| B EA U GARD. 

As I had then, ſo I have now too, Sir, more Manners 

than to diſpute the Pleaſure of a Father. 
FATHE R. 

Nay, the Rogue has Breeding, that's the truth on't; 
the Dog would be a very pretty Fellow, If I could 0 
perſuade him to marry. 

BETA U GARD. 
Turn'd out of Doors as I was, you may remember, 


Sir, you gave me not a Shilling; my Induſtry and my 
Virtue was all I had to truſt to, 25 


My next Removal was home again; and then you did 
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FATHER. 

Bleſs us all! Induſtry and Virtue, quoth a! Nay, I 

have a very virtuous Son aa Heir of him, that's the 

Truth on't. 0 


B. E 4 U GAR D. 

'Till at laſt a good Uncle, who now, Peace be with 
his Soul, fleeps with his Fathers, beſtow'd a Portion 
of two hundred Pounds upon me, with which 1 took _ 
ping and ſet ſail for the Coaſt of Fortune. 

, £F ATHER. 

That is to ſay, you went to the Wars, to learn the. 
liberal Arts of Murder, Whoredom, Burning, Raviſhing, 
and a few other neceſſary Accompliſhments for a young 
Gentleman to ſet up a Livelihood withal, in this Civil 
Government, where (Heaven be prais'd) none of thoſe 
Virtues need grow ruſty. 

B 2 4 UGARD. 


Sir, I hops I have brought you no Diſhonour home 


with me. 
FATHE R. 

Nay, the” Scanderbeg-Monkey has not behav'd him ſelf 
wbandſomely, that's the Truth of the Buſineſs ; but the 
Varlet won't marry : the Dog has got two thouſand Pound 
a Year left him by an old curmudgeonly mouldy Uncle, 
and I can't perſuade him to marry. 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir, that curmurgeonly mouldy Uncle you ſpeak of, 
was your elder Brother, and never marry'd in all his Life: 
He dying, bequeath'd me two thouſand Pound a Year: 
You Sir, the younger Brother, and my honeur'd Father, 
have been marry'd, and are not able, for aught I can per- 
ceive, to leave me a bent Nine-pence. (So; Sir, I wiſh 
you a great deal of Health, long Life, and. merry as it 
has been hitherto : but for Marriage, it has thriven ſo ve- 
ry ill with my Family already, that I am reſolved to have 
nothing to do with it. 

F AT H E R. 


Here's a Rogue | here's a Villain! why, 1 yo u 
M 5 have 
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have loft all Grace ; you have no Duty left; you are a 
Rebel; I ſhall fee you hany'd, Sirrab. Come, come, let 
me examine you a little, ' while I think on't: What Re. F. 
ligion are you of? hah ? — | 
BEAUGARD. 
Fir, I hope you took care, aut I was dan to ſee me 
Ciriſtet''d. 


. FAT H EF R, | 
Oh Lord! Chriſten'd! here's an Atheifticat Rogue, 
thinks he has Religion enough, if he can but cal himſelf anc 
a Chriftiant . of 
BEAUGARD. 1 mige 
Why, Sir, would you have me diſown my dere. 7 1 
FATHER, as 
No, Sirrah : but I would have you own what fort of you 
Chriſtian you are though. neas 
BEAU GARD. 7 * mar 
What ſort, Sir? ann 
FATHER, u ans 
Ay, Sir, what ſort, Sir? _ * 
BEAUGARD. 
Why, of the honeſter ſort, 
FATHER. 
y # if there were not Knaves of all ſorts f 
Why then, Sir, if that will ſatisfy you, : am of * 


a FATHER. 1 
And that for aught you know may be of no ſort at all. 
BESLIdUCARD. 
But, Sir, to make ſhort of the matter, I am of the 
Religion of my Country, hate Perſecution and Penance, 
love Conformity, which is going to Church once a Month, 


well enough; reſolve to make this tranſitory Life as plea- 
ſant and delightful as I can ; and for ſome ſober Reaſons Mol 


beſt known to myſelf, reſolve never to marry. * 


your 
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FATHER: 
Look me in the Face; ſtand ſtill, and look me in the 


Face. So, you won't marry ? —o— 
e ee 


No, Sir. 
f FATHER. 
Oh Lord IX 
| BEAUGARD. 


But I'll do ſomething that ſhall be more for your good. 
and perhaps may pleaſe you as well. Knowing Fortune 
of late has not been altogether ſo good natur'd. as ſhe 
might have been, and that your Revenues are ſamething 
anticipated, be pleas'd, Sir, to go home as well ſatisfy d 
as you can, and my Servant ſhall not fail to meet you at 
your Lodgings, with a hundred ſmiling ſmock-fac'd Gui- 
neas within this half hour: Now who the Devil would 
marry ? 


FAT K E R. 

No Body that has half an Oance ef Brains in his Nod- 
dle. The ungodly good-natur'd Rogue is in the right 
on't ; damnably, damnably in the right ond. 

 BEAUG ARD. 

So, here's a Father for you now | 


FATHER. 

But look you Fack now, little Fack, two thouſand Pounds 
a Year! Why thou wilt be a damnable rich Rogue now, 
if thou doſt not marry; tho? I know thou wilt live bravely 
and deliciouſly, eat and drink nobly, have always half a 
dozen honeſt, jolly, true-ſpirited, ſprightly Friends about 
thee, and ſo forth, hah! then for Marriage, to ſpeak the 
truth on't, it is at the beſt but a chargeable, vexatious, 
uneaſy ſort of Life; it ram'd me, Jack, utterly ruin'd thy 
poor old Father, Fack. Thou wilt be ſure to 2 
the hundred Pound, Jackie: boy, hah ? | 


| BEAUGARD. 
Moſt ponQually, Sir Ir, 
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| FATHER. 
Thou fhalt always, every now and then, that is, lend 


thy old Father a hundred Pound, or ſo, upon a good Oc- 
caſion, Fack, after this manner, in a friendly way: You 


muſt make much of your old Daddy, Jack : But if thou 


has't no mind to't, the truth on't is, Iwould never r have 
thee marry. ry 


IAU. 
Not marry, Sir? 
No. | 


No? 


FATHER, 
BE AUGARD. 
FATHER. 


No. A hundred Pound, Jack, is a Peony, lle round 
Sum. | 


BEAUGARD. 
I'll not fail of ſending it. 
FATHER. 

Then Fack, it will do as well to le thy Man come to 
me to Harry the Eighth's Head in the Back-Street, behind 
my Lodgings: There's a Cup of ſmart Racy Canary, Fach, 
that will make an old Fellow's Heart as light as a Feather. 
Ah, little Fackie-Rogue, it glorifies through the Glaſs, 
and the Nits dance about-in't like Atoms in the Sun-ſhine 

ou young Dog, 
1 7 N B EAUGARN D. 

Do you intend to dine there, Sir? 

FATHER. | 

Ay, Man, I have two or three bonny old Tilbury Roy- 
ſterers, with delicate red Faces, and bald Crowns, that 
have oblig'd me to meet em there; they help'd me to 
ſpend my Eſtate when I was young, and the Rogues are 
gratefal, and don't forſake me now I am grown pooriſh 
and « old.—Almoſt twelve o'Clock, Jack. 

BEAUGARD. 

Tu be ſure to remember, Sir. 


F 4 


nd 
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FATHER. DELL 


And thou wilt never marry. 


BEAUGA R D. 
Never, I hope, Sir. 
FATHE R. 

Ab, you wicked-hearted Rogue, I know what you will 
do then, that will be worſe ; tho' I think, not much worſe 
neither. Would I were a young Fellow again, but to keep 
him Company for one Week or a Fortnight. A hundred 
Guineas! ee ee! Db'uy Fack, You'll remember ? See thee 
again To-morrow, Fack, — Poor Fack! dainty Canary— 
and a delicate black-ey'd Wench at the Bar ! Db'uy 0 ol 

 BEAUGARD, © 

Adies, Father. —Fourbine, | Werd n 


| Enter Fo u A BIN 2. 


FOURBINE. 
Did your Honour cal? 
| BEAUGARD. 

Take a hundred Guineas out of the Cabinet, and carry 
em after the old Gentleman to his Place of Rendezvous. 
This Father of mine (Heaven be thank'd) is a very un- 
godly Father: He was in his youth juſt ſuch another wick- 
ed fellow as his Son John here; but he had no Eſtate, 
there I have the better of him: For out of meer Opinion 
of my good Huſbandry, my Uncle thought fit to diſinhe- 
rit the extravagant old Gentleman, and leave all to me. 
Then he was marry'd, there I have the better of him a- 
gain; yet he marry'd a Fortune of ten thouſand Pounds, 
and before I was ſeven Years old, had broke my Mother's 
Heart, and ſpefit three Parts of her Portion: Afterwards 
he was pleas'd to retain a certain Familiar Domeſtick, 
call'd a Houſe-keeper, which I one Day to ſhew my. 
Breeding, call'd Whore, and was fairly turn'd a ftary- 
ing for it, Now he has no; way to ſqueeze me out of 
Contribution, but by taking up his fatherly Authority, 
and offering to put the Penal Law call'd Marriage 'in Ex- 

ecution 
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ecution. I muſt e'en get him à Governor, and ſend him 
with a Penſion into the Country: Ay, it muſt be ſo 
For, Wedlock, I deny thee; Father, I'll ſupply thee 


and Pleaſure, I will have thee. Who's there ? 


Enter a banvanr.. 
SERF ANT. 
Oh, Sir, the moſt fortunate — * 
BEAUG 4R B. 
What's the Matter? 
SERY ANT. 


Captain Courtine ! your old Acquaintance, Friend, and. 
Comrade, is juſt arriv'd out of the Eu and _ 


to ſee you, Sir. 
BEAUGARD. 


Courtine ! Wait on him up, you Dog, with n 


and Honour, 
Enter Co RT IAE. 


COURTIN E. 
Dear Beaugard ! | 


BEAUGARD. 
Ah, Friend ! 


as like a marry'd Man already, with as grave a fatherly 
family Countenance, as ever 1 ſaw. 
| __COURTINE. 

Ay, Beaugard, I am marry'd, that's my Comfort: 
But you, I hear, have had worſe Luck of late ; an old 
Uncle dropp'd into the Grave, and two thouland Pound a 
Vear into your Pocket, Beaugard. 

B EAUGAR D. 

A ſmall Conveniency, Ned, to make my Happineſs 
hereafter a little more of a piece than it has been hither- 
to, in the Enjoyment of ſuch | hearty, ſincere, honeſt 
Friends, and good-natur'd Fellows, as thou art. 


from the very tendereſt part of my. 
Heart I was juſt now wiſhing for thee. Why thou look'ſt 


COUR-_ 


. 


2 


00 
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CON RT IXI. | 

Sincere, honeſt Friends | have a Care there, a 
T am, fince I ſaw thee, in a few Words, grown an errant 
Raſcal 3 and for Good-natare, it is the very thing I bave 
ſolemnly forſworn : No, I am Wrede Fack, in the De- 
vil's Name, I am marry'd. 

 BEAUGAR D. | 

Marry'd! That is, thou call'ſt a Woman thou likeſt by 
the Name of Wiſe ; Wife and t'other thing begins with a 
Letter. Thou lieft with her when thy Appetite calls 
thee, keepeſt the Children thou begetteſt of her Body x 
alloweſt her Meat, Drink, and Garments, fit for her 
Quality, and thy Fortune; and when ſhe grows heavy 
upon thy Hands, what a Pox, tis but a ſeparate Mainte- 
nance, kiſs and part, and there is an End of the Buſineſs, 

COURTINE, 

Alas, Beaugard, thou art atterly miſtaken : Heaven 
knows it is quite on the contrary : For I am forc'd to 
call a Woman I do not like, by the Name of Wife ; and 
lie with her, for the moſt part, with no Appetite at 2 ; 
muſt keep the Children that for aught I know, 

Body elſe may beget of her Body; and for Food — 
Rayment, by her good Will ſhe would have them both 
Freſh three times a Day: Then for kiſs and part, I may 

kiſs and kiſs my Heart out, but the Doe" 4 bit _— 1 
erer get rid of her. | 
| BEAUGARD. © batt] 

Alas, poor Huſband ! but art thou really in this miſe. 


rable Condition? 
COURTINE. 5 . 

Ten times worſe, if poſſible; by the Virtue of Matri- 
mony, and long Cohabitation, we are grown ſo really one 
Fleſh, that I have no more Inclination to hers, than to 
eat à piece of my own. Then her Ladyſhip is fo jealons, 
that ſhe does me the Honour to make me Stallion - 
general to the whole Pariſh, from the Parſon's Importance, 
in Paragon, to the Cobler's ſcolding Wife that drinks 
Brandy and ſmoaks loathſome Tobacco. In ſhort, Tack, 

4 | ſhe 
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ſhe has ſo order'd the Bus neſe, that I am half weary of 

the World, wiſh all Mankind hang'd, and have not aged 

theſe fix Months. | 
. BEA U G ARD.. 

, ha, ha! 1 

COURTIN E. 412 

W by, thou canſt laugh, I ſee, though. 
 BEAUG ARD. 


Ay, Ned, I have two thouſand Pound per FAST Ned, 
old Rents and well tenanted ; have no Wife, nor never 


will have any, Ned; reſolve to make my Days of Mor- 
tality all joyful, and Nights pleaſurable, with. ſome dear, 
loveſome young, beautiful, king, generous She, that every 
Night ſhall bring me all the Joys of a New Bride, ang 
none of the Vexations of a worn-out, infipid, trouble. 
| . jealous Wife, Wife, Ned. 
1 COURTINE. 
But where lies this Treaſure ? Where is there ſuch a 
Jewel to be found ? 
BEAUGAR D. 


Ah, Rogue! Do you deſpiſe your own Manna it ;pdecds 


and long after Quails? Why, thou unconſcionable Hob- 
nail, thou Country Coulſtaff, thou abſolute Piece of thy 
own dry'd Dirt, wouldſt thou have the Impudence, with 
that hideous Beard, and griſly Countenance, to make thy 
Appearance before the Footſtool of a Bora Roba that I 
delight in? For Shame get off that Smizbfe/d Horſe-cour. 
ſer's Equipage ; appear once more like Courtine the Gay, 
the Witty, and Unbounded, with Joy in thy Face, and 
Love in thy Blood, Money in thy Pockets, and good 
Cloaths on thy Back, and then I'll try to give thee a Re. 
cipe that may purge away thoſe foul Humours Matrimony 
has bred in thee, and fit thee to reliſh the Sins of thy 
! Youth again. Bleſs us! What a Beard's eek: It pate 
me in mind of the blazing Star. 
| COURTINE. . - , 
: Beard, Beaugard! meal I wear it on "_ Man; 


I have 
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Ihave wiſh'd it a Furze-buſh a thouſand times, when I have 
deen kiſſing my | 


BEAUGARD. 


.COU R TINE. 

wife. Let me never live to bury her, if the Word 
Wife does not ſtick in my Throat. 

B EAU GARD. 

Then this Peruke! Why, it makes thee ſhew like the 
Sign of a Head looking out at a Barber's Window. 

COURTINE. 

No, more, no more; all ſhall be rectified: For, to deal 
with thee as hoveſtly, as a Fellow in my damn'd Condition 
can do, e're I reſolv'd abſolutely to hang myſelf, I 
thought there might be ſome Remedy left; and that 
was this dear Town, and thy dear Friendſhip : So that 
io ſhort, I am very fairly run away ; pretended a ſhort 
Journey to viſit a Friend, but came to London; and if it 
be poſſible, will not ſee Country, Wife, nor Children 
again theſe ſeven Years. Therefore, pr'ythee, for my 
better Encouragement, 'tell me a little what Sing are ſtir. 
ring in this noble Metropolis, that I may know my Buſt» 
neſs the better, and fall to it as faſt as I can. | 

BEAUGARD. 

Why, faith, Ned, conſidering the Plot, the Danger 
of the Times, and ſome other Obſtructions of Trade and 
Commerce, Iniquity in general has not loſt much Ground. 
There's Cheating and Hypocriſy ſtill in the City; Riot 
and Murder in the Suburbs ; Grinning, Lying, Fawning, 
Flattery, and Falſe promiſing at Court; Aſſignations at 
Covent-Garden Church; Cuckolds, Whores, Pimps, 
Panders, Bawds, and their Diſeaſes, all over the Town. 

COURTINE, 

But what Choice Spirits, what extraordinary Raſcals | 

may a Man oblige his Curiofity withal? . 
BEAUG ARD. | 
PI tell thee. In the firſt Place, we are over-run wich . 
Race 


Whom ? 
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Race of Vermin they call Wits, a Generation of Inſe, 
that are always making a Noiſe, and buzzing about your 
Ears, concerning, Poets, Plays, Lampoons, Libels, Songs, 
Tunes, ſoft Scenes, Love, Ladies, Perukes, and Cravat. 
ſtrings, French Conqueſts, Duels, Religion, Snuff. boxes, 
Points, Garnitures, Mill'd Stockings, Fourber's Academy, 
Politicks, Parliament-Speeches, and every thing elfe which 
they do not underſtand, or would have the World think 
they did. | 
COURTINE. 
And are all theſe Wits ? 
| BEAUGARD. 

Yes, and be hang'd to em, theſe are the Wits. 
| COURTINE. | 

I never knew one of theſe Wits in my Life, that did 
not deſerve to be pillory'd ; twenty to one if half of em 
can read, and yet they will venture at Learning as fami- 
liarly, as if they had been bred in the Vatican. One 
of them told me one Day, he thought Plutarch well done 
would make the beſt E»g/zh Hleroick Poem in the World 
Befides, they will rail, cavil, cenſure, and what is worll 
of all, make: jeſts; the dull Rogues will jeſt, though they 
do it as awkwardly as a Tarpawling would ride the great 
Horſe. I hate a pert, dull, jeſting Rogue from the bot- 
tom of my Heart. 

; BEAUGARD. 
But above all, the moſt abominable is your Witty 
Squire, your young Heir that is very Witty 3 who having 
newly been diſcharged from the Diſcretion of a Governor 
and come to keep his own Money, gets into à Cabal ef 
Caxcombs of the third Form, who will be ſure to cry him 
up for a fine Perſon, that he may think all them ſo. 
COURTINE, 

Oh, your Aſſes know one another's Nature exactly, and 
are always ready to nabble, becauſe it is the certain way 
to be nabbled again: But above all the reſt, what think 
you of che Atheiſt ? BEAL. 
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B EAU GAR D. 

By this goed Light, thou baſt prevented me: I have 
one for thee of that Kind, the moſt inimitable Varlet, and 
the moſt inſufferable Stinkard living ; one that has Doubts 
enough to turn to all Religions, and yet would fain pre- 
tend to be of none: In ſhort a Cheat, that would have 
you of Opinion that he believes neither Heaven nor Hell, 
and yet never feels ſo much as an Ague-fit, but he's afraid 
of being damn'd, | 


COURTINE. 


That muſt be a very noble Champion, and _ an 
Original, 
 BEAUG 4 R D. 


The Villain has lefs Sincerity than a Bawd, leſs Cou- 
rage than a Hector, leſs good-nature than a Hangman, 
and leſs Charity than a Fanatick; talks of Religion and 
Church- Worſhip as familiarly as a little Courtier does of 
the Maids of Honour ; and ſwears the King deſerves to be 
Chain'd out of the City, for ſaffeting zealous fools ta 
build Pauls again, when it would make ſo ** a Place 


for a Citadel, . 
A very worthy Member of a Chriſtian Common- 
Wealth, that is the trutk on't. 
BEAUGARD. 


I am intimately acquainted with him. 


COURTINE. 


I honour you for it with alf my Heart, Sir. 
BEAUGAR D. 


After all, the Rogue has ſome other little tiny Vices, that 
are not very angrateful. | 


COURTINE. 

Very probable. EAA 
BEAUGARD. 

He makes a very good — odd Man at Ballum rancum, 


or ſo; that is, when the reſt of the Company is coupled 


will take Care to ſee there's good Attendanee paid; and 
when 
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when we have a Mind to make a Ballum of it indeed, 
there is no Lewcneſs ſo ſcandalous that he will not be very 
proud to have the Honour to be put upon. 
COURTINE. 
A very neceſſary Inſtrument of Damnation, war. 
BEAUGARD. © 
Beſides, to give the Devil his Due, he is ſeldom Im. 
pertinent ; but, barring his darling Topic, Blaſphemy, a 
Companion pleaſant enough. Shall I recommend him to 
thy Service? I'll enter into Bonds of five hundred Pounds, 
that he teaches thee as good a way to get rid of that Whip 
and a Bell, call'd thy Wife, as thy Heart would wiſh 


for. 
COURTINE. 
And that is no ſmall Temptation, I aſſure you. 


| Enter Boy with a Letter. 
"FF | 


BAU ARD. 


COURTIN E. 
A Pimp, for a Guinea, he ſpeaks ſo gently to him. 
BEAUGARD. 
Tell her ſhe has undone me, ſhe has n the only 
Way to enſlave me utterly; tell her, my Soul, my Life, 


wy future Happineſs, my Preſent Fortune, are only what 
ſhe'll make 'em. } 


. BOY. 


Sir! 
My Child! 


At Seven, Sir. ä | 
| AAA. 
Moſt bn. 
COURTINE. 
Ay, ay, tis ſo: Now what a damn'd Country-itch 


have I, to dive into the Secret! Beaugard! Beaugard, are 


all things in a readineſs? the Huſband out of the Way, 


the Family dispos'd of? Come, come, come, no trifling ; 
be free hearted and friendly. 


2 E Ab. 


nly 
ifes 


hat 
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| BEAUGARD. 
' You are married, Ned, you are married; that's all I 
have to ſay : you are married. | 
| COURTINE. | 

Let a Man do a fooliſh thing once in his Life-time, 
and he ſhall always hear of i. Married, quoth a; 
Pry'thee be patient: I was married about a Twelve month 
ago, but that's paſt and forgotten, Come, come, com- 


municate, communicate, if thou art a Friend, communi- 


cate. | 
BEAUGARD. 

Not a Tittle. I have Conſcience, Ned, Conſcience 
tho' I muſt confeſs tis not altogether ſo Gentleman- like a 
Companion: But what a Scandal would it be upon a Man 
of my ſober Demeanor and Character, to have the un- 
merciful Tongue of thy Legitimate Spouſe roaring againſt 
me, for Debauching her Natural Huſband ! 

COURTINE. 

It has been otherwiſe, Sir. 

B EAUGAR D. | 

Ay, ay, the time has been, Courtine, when thou wert 
in poſſeſſion of thy Natural Freedom, and mighteſt be 
truſted with a Secret of this dear Nature; when [ might 
have open'd this Billet, and ſhew'd thee this bewitching 
Name at the bottom: But woe and alas! O Matrimony, 
Matrimony ! what a Blot art thou in an honeſt Fellow's 
Scutcheon | | 3 


| + COURTINE. 

No more to be ſaid; Ill into the Country again, like, 
any diſcontented Stateſman ; get drunk every Night with 
an adjacent Schoolmaſter; beat my Wife to a down-right 
Houſekeeper ; get all my Maid Servants every Year with 
Baſtards, till I command a Seraglio five Miles round my 
own Palace, and be beholding to no Man of two thouſand 
Pounds a Year for a Whore, when I want one. 

B EAU GARD. 

Good Words, Ned, good Words, let me adviſe you; 

none 
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none of your Marriage-qualities of Scolding and Railing 


now you are got out of the turbulent Element. Come 
hither, come; but firſt let us capitulate: Will you promiſe 


me upon your Conjugal Credit, to be very governable, 


and very civil? 
COURTINE, 
As any made Spaniel, or hang me up for a Cur. 
BEAUGARD. 

Then this Note, this very Billet, Ned, comes from a 
Woman, who, when I was ſtrolling very penſively laſt 
Sunday to Church, watched her Opportunity, and poach'd 
me up for the Service of Satan. 

COURTINE. 

E ſhe very handſome, Reaugard.? 

BEAUGARD. 

Theſe Country Squires, when they get up to Town, 
are as termagant after a Wench, as a iy'd- up hungry Cur, 
got looſe from Kennel, is after Cruſts. Very handſome, 
ſaid you? Let me ſee: No, not very handſome neither; 
but ſhe'll paſs, Ned, ſhe'll paſs, _ 


COURTINE. 
Young ? 
BEAUGARD. 
About Eighteen. 
| COURTINE. 
Oh Lord! 
BEAUGARD. 


Her Complexion fair, with a glowing Bluſh always 
ready in her Cheeks, that looks as Nature were in 
every Opportunity to ſeize and run away with her. 

COURTINE. 

Oh the Devil, the Devil! this is intolerable. 
BEAUGARD. 

Her Eyes black, ſparkling, ſprightful, hot and piercing, 
COURTINE. 

The very Deſcriptioa of her ſhoots me through my 
Liver. 


BE AU- 


h'd 


ays 
ing 
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-, SAUCER 
Her Hair of a delicate light Amber-brown, curling in 
huge Rings, and of a great Quantity. 
COURTINE. 
80. 
BEAUGARD. | 
Her Forehead large, majeſtic, and generous, 
| COURTINE, | 
Very well. : 
BEA U GARD. 
Her Noſe neat, and well-faſhion'd. 


COURTINE. 
Good. | 
BEAUGARD. 
With a delicious, little, pretty, ſmiling Mouth. 
| COURTINE. - 
Oh ! | 
BERAUGARD. 


Plump, red, blub Lips. 
COURTINE. 
Ah h 


BEAU GARD. 
Teeth whiter than ſo many little Pearls; a bewitching 
Neck, and tempting, riſing, ſwelling Breaſts, 


COURTINE. 
Ah hh hh | 
a BEAUGARD, 
Then ſuch a Proportion, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a Wale 
COURTINE, 


Hold : Go no lower, if thou lov' me. 
BEAUGARD. 
But, by your leave, Friend, I hope to go ſomething 
lower, if ſhe loves me. 
COURT I NF. | 
But art thou certain, Beaugard, ſhe is all this thou 
haſt told me ? So fair, ſo tempting, ſo lovely, ſo bewitch- 
Ing ? 
BE AU- 


r 
2 * 
Me. a 


tremely miſinform'd, of noble Quality, and damnable 


come not near my Memory ; Impotence attends the very ]W) 
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| BEAUGARD. 


No; for, you muſt know, I never ſaw. her Face in wy p 
Life: But love my own Pleaſure ſo well, that I'll i imagine 
all this, and ten times more, if- it be poſſible. A 
COURTI N E. this 
Where lives ſhe ? 
"S327 G 4 R D. ; 7 


That I know not neither; but my Orders are to meet 
her fairly and ſquarely this Evening by Seven, at a cer- B 
tain civil Perſon's Shop in the upper Walk, at the New 


Exchange, where ſhe promiſes to be very good-natur'd, the 1 
and let me know more of her Mind, | * 
COURTINE. | 

I'll e'en go home, like a miſerable Blockhead as 1 am, ** 
to my Lodging, and ſleep. [oof 2 
BEAUOAR D. | N 

No, Ned: Thou knoweſt my good Chances have al. 10 
ways been lucky to thee: Who can tell but this Lady. — 


errant that has ſeiz'd- upon my Perſon, may have a ftrag- 
gling Companion, or ſo, not unworthy my Friend. 
COURTINE. 


Methi; 
Bound 
Where 
bat all 
imp 


"Tis impoſſible, 
BEAUGAR D. 

Not at all; for, to deal heartily with thee in this Bu- 
fineſs, tho' I never ſaw her Face, or know who ſhe is, yet 
thus far I am ſatisfi'd, ſhe is a Woman very witty, very 
well bred, of a pleaſant Converſation, with a generous 
Diſpoſition, and what is better than all, if I am not ex- 


Rich. Such a one cannot want good, pretty, little, Un- 
der Sinners, Ned, that a Man may fool away an Hour or 
two withal very comfortably. 
_ _COURTINE. 
Why then I'll be a Man again. Wife, avaunt, and DU 


4 


Thoughts of thee, At Scven, you ſay this Evening ? Yes, 


ly Fat] 


dd as p 
Vor 


B E AU: 
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BEAUGARD., 4s 
wy WM Preciſely,” © 
Sine CO U RTIN E. 
And ſhall I go along with thee, for a ſmall Ventere i in 
this Love-Voyage 7 
BEAU GA R D. 
With all my Heart. 
meet COURTINE. 
cer. But how ſhall we diſpoſe of the burdenſome Time, till 
#1 the happy Minute ſmiles upon us? 0 


BEAUGARD. 

With Love's beſt Friend, and our honeſt old mats 
ance, edifying Champaign, Ned; and for good Company, 
am, Wtho' it be a Rarity, I'll carry thee to dine with the beſt I 
can meet with, where we'll warm our Blood and Thoughts, 
with generous Glaſſes, and free-hearted Converſe, till we 
ml 1428 the World, and think of nothing but immortal 
f J* WBeauties, and eternal Lovin | | 
8.  COURTINE, 

Then hete I ſtrike the League with thee 1 And now 
Methinks we're both upon the Wing together, 
Bound for new Realms of Joy, and Lands of Pleaſure * : 
Bu. Vhere Men were never yet enſlav'd by Wiving, wp 
at all their Cares are handſomly contriving J 
improve the noble Arts of perfect Living. [ Ex 


ml ACT IE SCENE 1, © 


Enter CouRT INE ese 


COURTINIE. 
„ and P UT was that thy Father? 
very BEAUGARD. 
r A that civil, ſober, old Gentleman, Conrtize, is 
4 ly Father: And, to tell thee the Truth, as wicked 


Was poor as ever his Son was. I ſent higg a Cordial of 
Vo I. II. N * 
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a hundred Guineas this Morning, which he will be ſure 
to loſe before to-morrow Morning, and not have à Shil. 


ling to help n. 
.C 0 U R TINE. | 
Ft Th as L look'd into the Room, he rattled the I 
Box with a great deal of Grace, and ſwore half a dozen 
Rappers very youthfully. T 
BEAUGAR D. done 
Pre ythee no more on't, tis an irreverent Theme, and ſome 
next to Atheiſm, I hate making merry. with the Frailties 
of wy Father. En 
| COURTINE. 1 
But then as to the Lady, Beaug ard. 
BEAUGARD. | 
"Tis near the Hour appointed, and that's the Shop we W 
meet at,; the Miſtreſs of it, Corrine, is a hearty Well. 
wither to the Mathematicks ; and her Influence, I hope, Fa 
may have no ill Effect o'er my Adventure. 
* COURTINE, Bo I 


Methinks this Place looks as it were made for Loving: 
The Lights on each hand of the Walk look ſtately ; and An 
then the ruſling of filk Petticoats, the Din and the Chat- pollib 
ter of the pretty little party-colour'd Parrots, that hop and 
flutter from one fide to th'other, puts every Senſe upon its Ye 
proper Office, and ſets the Wheels of Nature finely morng, 

BEAUGARD. | 

Would the Lady of my Motion would make haſte, ard 1M. 
be punctual; the Wheels of my Nature move ſo faſt 
elſe, that the Weight will be down before ſhe comes, Lo 

Mr. FURNISH. | 

Gloves or Ribbands, Sir? Very good Gloves or Rib- 
bands, Choice of fine Eſſences. Captain Beaugard, ſhall 
I ſell you nothing to-day ? 

. B EAU GARD. 

Truly, Miſtreſs Furniſb, Lam come to lay out a Heart 
at your Shop this Evening, if my pretty Merchant Ad. 
ven: urer don't fail to meet me here. - 

| . 
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Mrs. FURNISH. 1255 
What, ſhe that ſpoil'd your Devotion 0o'Sunday la, | 
Captain ? 
BEAUGARD. 
Doſt _ know her, my little fans. 
| Men. FURNISH. 
There is a certain Lady in the World, Sir, that had 
gone me the Honour to let me ſee her at my poor Shop 
| ſometimes, 


Ester PorCta maſe'd, and fland: ful BEAUGARD« 


BEAUGARD. 
And is ſhe very lovely ? 
| Mrs. FURNI SH. 
What think you, Sir? 
BEAUGARD, 
Faith, charitably enough. 
| Mrs, FURNISH. 
I'll ſwear ſhe i is oblig'd to you. 
BEAUGARD. f 
And I would very fain be obliged to her too, if *twere 
pollible. Will ſhe be here to-night? 
PORCI A, 
Yes, marry will ſhe, Caprain, 
B EAU GARD. | 
Are you there indeed, my little Picaroon ?, What, attack 
ard Mn of War of my Burden in the Stern, Pirkie ! 
faſt PORCIA. | 
Lord, how like a Soldier you are pleas'd to 3 
yourſelf now? I warrant you, to carry on the Metaphor, 
you have ſorty more merry things to ſay to me upon this 
ſhall I Occafion ; as plying your Chaſe-guns, ayirg yourſelf 
thwart my Hawier, boarding me upon the Fur ecaftle, 
capping all under Hatches, carrying off he Prag 19 the 
leatt BY next Port of Security, and there rummagin, an. rifling 
Ad. *. Alas, poor Captain! 
N 2 C OUR. 
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COURTI v. E. 
Poor, Madam ! he has two Thouſand a Veax, and no. 
thing but an n old Father to provide for. 
PORCIA : 
Sir, Is this fine, ſober, brown-bearded Gentleman to be 
your Steward, he underſtands your Amte well — 
 BEAUGARD. | 
The Trath on't is, Madam, he does wait for an Office 
under me, and may in time, if he behaves * hand- 
fome, come to Preferment. 
| | COURTINE. 
| This I have got by wy Beard already. If ſhe ſhould | 
| but know me now. | 
| | BEAUG AR D. 
| Well, Madam, are your Commands ready? _ I 
know the Taſk I am to undertake, before I lay claim to 
the Happineſs of ſeeing that handſome, homely, fair, 
black, young, ancient, tempting, or frightful Face which 
you conceal ſo maliciouſſy? For hang me, as I have de- 
ſerved long ago, if I know what to make of this extra- 
| ordinary Proceeding of yours, wat xc. 40d I 
| PORCTA. T4 | 
In the firſt Place, Captain, this Face of mine, be it 
what it will, if you behave yourſelf as ,you ſhould do» 
hall never put you out of Countenance. | _ 
„ Ü, AM. 
In troth, and that's ſaid kindly. wok cou 
PORCIA.. | 
For I am young, Captain. 
 8SEAUGARD. 
I'm glad on't with all my Heart. 
PORCIA. 
And if the World ſpeaks truth not very ugly, 
BEAUGARD. 
So much the better ſtil}, 
PORCIA 
Next, I'm no Hypocrite. 


— 3 


40. 
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BEAUGARD. 


PORC14. 
But love my Pleaſures, and will hold my Liberty. 
. BEAUGARD. | 


Ha! 


Noble. 
reer 


B E AU GAR D. 
Better and better. 


Tam rich too. 


| PORCI 4. 
Bat a s worſt of all——— _ 
BEAUGARD. 


OEC 
I doubt I am ani? in Love. | 
| COURTINE. 
With whom, dear Miracle ? 
PORRCAZ | 
d Man, ſweet Monfieur . 5 
COURTINE. 


Out with i. 


Not with a marry 


| Canfound . bot the knows Ns good 


BEAUGARD: 
* Friend, no reffling ; keep your Articles GY 
your Diſtance, | ; 


PORCIA.. 

Have you then made your Eſcape, Sir, from your dear 
Wife, the Lady-Tyrant of your enchanted Caſlle in the 
Country, to run a wand'ring after new-Adyentures here ? 
Oh all the Windmills about Lander, beware! . 

' COURTINE. 
Ay, and the Watermills too, Madam.-In the Devil's 


Name, what will become of me, | 


PORCIA. | 
For the 2uixor of the Country is abroad; Murder by 
his fide, Enterpriſes'in his Head, and Horror in his Face. 


Ng COUR- 
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C OUR TINE, 
Oh Lord! | 
BEAUGARD.. | 
Do you know this Friend of mine then, Madam ? 
r 


1 have heard of ſuch a Hero, that was very famous 
about two Years ſince for ſelling himſelf to a Plantation 
in the Country, for five thouſand Pounds: Was not that 
me Price, Sir ? 

 COURT1I N E. 

Your Ladyſhip is pleas'd to be very free, Madam 

that's all. 


PORCIA. 

So were you at that time, Sir, or you had-ne'er parted 
with your dear Liberty on ſuch reaſonable Terms ſurely, 
Bleſs us! Had you but Iook'd about you a little, what a 
Market might have been made of that tall, proper, ve 
miſing Perſon of your's ! that _.. 

COURTINE. 

Hell confound thee, heartily, heartily. 

PORCITA. 

That Face, which now, o'er- grown with rueful Beard, 
looks as you had flole it from the Retinue of a Ruſſia, 
Embaſſy ! Fough ! I fancy all Fellows that are marcy'd 
1mell of Tran- Oi and Garlick. | 

* BEAUGARD. 

And yet twenty to one, that is a ſtinking Condition 
you'll have a Deſign to ſeduce ſome poor * Mon- 
ſter or another into, one Day. 1 

enen, 

Never by that Badge of Slavery, his Beard chere. 

 _REAUGARD. / 

How that dear Proteſtation has charm'd me! 
r 

O' my Conſcience I myſelf could be half reconcil'd to 
Rar * too. 


PORCH. 


13 ſhort, to give you one infallible Argument,' that 
never 


Frier 


Ou} 
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never will marry, I have been marry'd already, that 1s 
ſold: For, being the Daughter of a very rich Merchant, 
who dying left me the only Heireſs of an immenſe For- 
tune, it was my ill Luck to fall into the Hands of Guar- 
dians, that, to ſpeak properly, were Raſcals; for in a 
ſhort time they conſpir'd amongſtithemſelves, and for baſe 
Bribes, betray d, fold, and marry'd me to a Huſband, 
that's all. 


BEAUGARD: | 
Tn troth, and that's * in Conſeience; But where 


is this Huſband ? 
POR 814 


Heav'n be thank'd, dead and bury'd, Captain. 
BEAUGARD. 
Amen, with all my Heart. 


COURTINE. 
A Widow,. by my Manhood, a downright yy 
Widow, 
PORCIA. 


What would your Cream pot in the ne give * 
that n think you ? 
e COURTINE. = 

Not more than I would, that thy Huſband were alive 


8gain to revenge my Quarrel on thee, 


BEAUGARD. 
And what's to be done, thou dear one ? 
 "*P OG ECT4 
Look upon me as a Lady in "Diſtreſs, Captain 150 by 
the Honour of a Soldier conſider on ſome way for my De- 
lirerance. 
BEAU GARD. 
From what? Where is the Danger? 
20e 
Every way it threatens me: For into the. very Hands 


my-i!] Fortune threw me before, has it betray'd me again, 
Friend, 


N 4 BEAU- 
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| B64 UGLEP, 


. Hah! 
. POR c 1 4. 

The Principal is an Uncle, old, jealous, rao an 
covetous. 
5 BEA U 4 R D. 

Hell confound him for it. 

PORCIA. 

My Fortune lying moſt in his. Hands, oblig'd me upon 
my Widowhood to give up myſelf again there too, where 
he has ſecur'd and confin'd me with more Tyranny, than 
if I had been a Pris'ner for Murder ; guards me Day and 
Night with ill-look'd Rogues, that wear long, broad, 
terrible Swords, and. ſtand Centinel up and down the 
Houſe with Muſketoons and Blunderbuſſes. 8 

COURTINE. | 

So, here's like to be ſome Miſchief going my” 

that one's Comfort. 


PORCIA. 


Murder and Marriage ar ue the two 2 things 1 
ſeem to be threatned with: Now gueſs what Pity it is that 


ever either of thoſe Mjſchiefs ould fall yo me. 


BEAUGARND. + 
By the gallant Spirit that's in thee, I'l fairly be 11 
betted firſt. 
| p O R CIA. 


No need of that, Captain, neither ; for, to ſhew you 
I deſerve your Protection, 1 have had the Courage to 
break Goal, run away, and make my . hither, pure: 
ly to keep my Word with you. "Deal like a Man of 
Honour by me; and when the Storm that will follow is 
a little blown over, here's a white Hand upon't, IN not be 


ungrateful, , 
BEAUGARD. 


And i in token I believe thee, I'll kiſs it moſt br 
ouſly, | 


We C OUR. 
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COURTINE. 
| Why the Devil did I marry ? Madam, one Word with: 
d you : Have you never a marry'd Lady of your Acquaia- 


tance, that's as good natur'd.as you, and. would fain be: 
a Widow as you are, too? 


PORCI A. 
Why do you. aſk ? ; 
-4 COURTINE. | 
0 Becauſe I would cut her Huſband's Throat, and make: 
nber one for my own proper Uſe. 
1d PORCIA, | 
d, I'll aſk your own Lady, Sir, that Queſtion, next timer 
I ſee her, if. you. pleaſe. | 
COURTINE. | - 
Why, doſt thou know her then ? | | 
4, PORC 1 Ai 
Yes. | | 
GOURTINE.: | 
1 Then I may chance ſhortly to have a fine time on't: C: 
at have made a h Evening's Work of this, Heavens be 
prais'd. A 
hy Enter two Men diſgui d. 
1 Mar. 
| Run away leudly ! Damnation !: 
on 2 Man. 
0 Look ? * 
re. 1 Man, 
of By Heav'n it muſt be ſhe. 
i 2 Mar. 
be The Men are well arm'd. 
I Mas. 
V No matter ; we muſt 1 her, or all's loſt ellos. 
81. 2 Mam. 
| I'll not fhrink from you. 
N. 1 Man. 


That's well ſaid—Sir, if you pleaſe a Word with you. 
* Ng BE AU. 
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BEA UG A R D. 
With me, Sir? 


* 
— 


1 Man. 
Ves, 
BEAUGARD. 
Curt ine, be civil a little. 
1 Man, 

Sir, it is my Misfartune to be concerned for the Ho. 
nour of a Lady that has not been altogether ſo careful 
of it herſelf as ſhe ought to have been. 

| BEAUGARD. 
I am _—_ fort, Sir. 


. . 


You being a Gentleman whoſe Character T have bad 


an advantageous Account of, I would make it my Pe. 
tion to you, if ſhe be of your Acquaintance, not to en. 
gage yourſeif in any thing that may = me Occaſion. to 
be your Enemy, _ 

BEAUGARD: 

Sir, I ſhould be highly glad of any brave Man's Friend- 
hip, and ſhould be troubled if I appear concern'd i in any 
thing that may hazard the Loſs of yours. 

i Man. 
That Lady, Sir, you talk'd withal's— 
BEAUGARD. 
My Miſtreſs, Sir. 
1 Man. | 
Miſtreſs! . 1 
B EAU GARD. 

Yes, Miſtreſs, Sir: 1 love her, doat on her, am dam- 
nably in love with her; ſhe is under my Protection too, 
and whenever there's Occaſion, as far as this ſinful Body 
of mine will bear me out in it, I'll defend her. 

I Man. 
Do you know her? - 
BEAU GAR D. 
Not ſo well as I would do, Sir, © 


i MAN 


8¹ 
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0.5 > Offa. if 
What's her Name? eo 
BEAUGARD. 
| 1MAN. 
She muſt along with me; Sir. 
BEAUGARD: 
No, that muſt not be, Sir. 
2 MA N. 


A Secret. Lat 


To. 
This Lady, Sir 


COURTI N F. 
You lie, Sirrab—Hah | Beaugar (l/ 
Draw and fight. Poreia runs away ſquraking. Cour- 


tine diſarms hir Adverſary, and comes up to Beaugarde 
B EAU GAR D. 


Stand faſt, Ned. 
COURTINE.- 


Hold thy dead-doing Hand, thou Son of- Slaughtene= 
1 MA N. : 
Sir, there may come a time 4 
 BEAUGAR D. 
When you'll learn Manners. 
| 1 MAN. 
And teach em you too. | 
COURT IN Z. 


We are well known. 
1 MAN. 


And ſtall not be forgotten. Come, Friend. 
¶Zæeunt tuννα * 7 
BEAUGARD. 

Confound 'em! this muſt be a Brother, a Kinſman, or 

a Rival, he ply'd me ſo warmly. 
COURTINE, 

'Tis a hard Caſe, that a Man cannot hold: civil Cofre- 
ſpondence with a good-natur'd Female, but preſently ſome 
hot-headed Fellow of the Family or other runs horn mad 
with Jealouſy, and fancies his Blood ſmarts as often as the 


Woman' s itches. 
BEAU. 


M. 
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BEAUGARD. 

This heroic Perſon” 's Siſter, Kinſwoman, his Milben, 
or whate'er ſhe be, is like to get much Reputation by 
his hectoring and quarrelling fo for her; and he as much 
# Honour by being beaten for her. 

COURTINE. 

Nay, when Cuckolds or Brothers bake for the Reps- 
tation of a back-ſliding Wife or Sifter, it is a very pretty 
Undertaking, doubtleſs. As for Example; I am a Cuck- 
old now. | 

BEAUG ARD. 
Alli in good Time, Ned; do not be too haſty. 
COURTINE. 


r being much troubled in Spirit, meeting with the 


Spark that has done me the Honour, with a great deal of 
Reſpect I make my Addreſs—2s thus — Moſt Noble Sir, 
you have done me the Favour to lie with my Wi Ie. 
| BEAU GARD. 
Very well. 
COURTINE. : 

All I beg of you is, that you would do your beft Endea. 
vcur to run me through the Guts to-morrow Morning, and 
it will be the greateſ Satisfaction in the World. 

BEAU GARD. 

Which the good - natur d Whore-maſter does very de- 
cently: ſo down falls the Cuckold at Barn-Elms, and 
riſes again the next Day at Ho/born in a Ballad. But all 
this while, what is become of the Widow, Ned ? 

COURTINE. 

Faith ſhe has e'en done very wiſely, I think; as ſoon as 
ſhe had ſet us together by the Ears, ſhe very a ran 
foi't. 

-. IS 4 UGAR D. 1 17 5 

A very noble Account of our firſt Evening's Enterprise. 
But Pox on't, take Courage; and ſince we have loſt this 
Quarry, let us een beat about a little, * lee what other 
Game we can meet with, Extir 


= wo. 


my turns 


Intrigues are not ſo cloſely managed, but that they will 
ſhortly grow the Subject of all the Satire and Contempt 
in Town: Your holding Converſation with a draggle- 
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Euter CENT | 
Sir, Sie! Captain ! n 
£422 1/40 COURTINE. W 
With you ago, Beaugard. Agare ho! ae 
3 EAU GARD. 
With me, 9 4 
' LUCRECE. 
Yes, with you, my Maſter, 
COURTINE. | 
I ie when, o the Devil's Name, it will come to 


LUCRECE. | 
Being a particular Friend of your's, Captain, F am come 


to tell you, the World begins to talk very ſcandalouſly of 
you, Captain. 


BEAUGARD. 
Look thee, Sweet-heart, the World's an Aſs, and com- 


mon Fame a common Strumpet : ſo long as ſuch pretty 
good natur'd Creatures as thou ſeemeſt to be, think but 
well of me, let the Ni. be hang d, as it was once 
drown'd, if it will. 


. UCR FCE,.. | | 
I muſt let you know too, Captain, that your Love- 


1 


tail'd Mask, in the Church-Cloyſters, on Sunday: your 


meeting with the very Scandal here again, this Evening; 

ſuffering yourſelf to be impoſed upon, and jilted by her 3, 
and at laſt running the hazard of a damnable Beating by 
a couple of plaufible Hectors, that made you believe your 
Miſtreſs had —_— en nough, to be concern'd for, | 


UGARD. 
Really, my little "1 in a Sheep's Fleece, this ſounds. 


like very good Doctrine; but what Uſe muſt I make of. 
it, Child 2 


Z U. 
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| . LUCRECE. | 
Methinks, Captain, that ſhould not be ſo hard to find 
out; my ſetting upon you in a Mask myſelf, and railing 
at the laſt Woman that did ſo before me, might eafily 
inform you, 1 have a certain . of trying whoſe 
Heart's hardeſt, my or mine 
Then, my lied . Miſchief, you ſhould not enter the 
Liſts upon unequal Terms, with that black Armour upon 
your Face, that makes you .look as g“ as the 
Black-Knight in a Romance. 
 LUCRECEE.. 
Good Captain, what's that ſober Gentleman's Name ? 
Far certainly I have ſeen him before now. 
BEAUGARD. 
His Name in the Fleſh, my pretty one, is Courtine ; 


a very honeſt Fellow, good-natur'd, and wicked enough 
for thy purpoſe of all Conſcience. 


LUCRECE. | 
Courtine ! Bleſs us for ever | What, the Man that's 
marry'd | | | 
COURTINE. 


The Man that's marry'd ! yes, the Man that's marry'd, 
'Sdeath, though, I be weary on't, I am not aſham'd of 
my Condition. Why the Devil didſt thou tell her my 
Name ? I ſhall never thrive with any Woman that knows 
me. The Man that's married ! Zounds, I am as u. 
lous as the Man that's to be hang'd. 

LUCRECE. 

But you'll ne'er be thought ſo handſome. To make 
few Words with you, Sir, I am one that mean you fairer 
Play than ſuch an inconſtant, fickle, falſe- hearted Wande« 
rer as you deſerves. 

BEAUGARD. 

Then why doſt thou conceal thyſelf? Thoſe whoſe De- 
figns are fair and noble, ſcora to hide their Faces: 
Therefore give me leave to tell thee, Lady, if thou 


thiok'ft to make uſe of me only to create ſome Jealouſy 
in 


—B RY 0. 20 
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in another Woman, I am no Inſtrument to be that way 
wanag'd ; no, I am conſtant, I but if thou lov'ſt me 
LUCRECE. 
Have you any- more Doubts that trouble you? 
+84 VEGKAD. 1; 1 
None, by this ſweet Body of thine. 
| LUCRECE.. - 

Know then, Sir, it has been my Misfortune to watch 
you, haunt you, and dog you theſe fix Months; being, 
to my eternal Torment, jealous of that ravenous Kite 
your Widow, your Widow, Captain: Nay, ſince I have 
confeſt my Weakneſs, know from this Hour 1']1 defeat all 
her Ambuſhes, all the falſe Baits ſhe lays to enſnare your 
Heart, *cill I obtain the ViAtory of it myſelf, much more 
my Due, in that I'm not beneath her in Beauty, Birth, 
or Fortune, or indeed any thing but her Years, Captain, 
therefore if you have that Merit the World reports of 
you, make the beſt uſe of this preſent Advice; and ſo 
farewel, till you hear from me further. [Exir. 

BEAUGARD. 

Now may I do by my Miſtreſſes as the Boys do-by 
their Farthings, huſile em in a Hat together, and go to 
Heads or Tails for '*em—Hah ! Let me never ſee Day 
again, if yonder be not coming towards us the very Raf. 
cal I told thee of this Morning, our faux Atheiſt ; now 
will I ſhew thee as notable a Spirit as ever palt upon the 


* World for a fine Perſon, and a in 


Enter DA RE DUE VII. 

What, Daredevil, a good Evening to thee: Why, where 
haſt thou been, old Blaſphemy, theſe forty Hours ? 1 
ſhall never be converted from OI. if thou doſt 

not mind thy bus'neſs better. 
| DAREDEPVTIL. 5 
Been, quoth a! I have been where | have half loſt my 
honeſt Senſes, Man: Would any Body that knows me, 
believe it ? Let me be bury'd alive, if the Rogues of the 
Pariſh I live in have not indited me for a Papiſt. | 
BE AU. 


goꝶ DN. ATHEIST: On 
BEAUGARD. 
The Devil? a Papiſt! - 
DAREDEF 1. 
Pox on em, a Papiſt; when the impudent Villains know 
as well as I do, that I have no Religion at all. 
COURTINE. 
Ry Religion, Sir ? Are you of no Religion ? 
DAREDEPYFIL., 
1 he an honeſt Fellow, Beaugard? 
BEAUGARD. 
Oh, a very honeſt Fellow; thou may'ſt truſt him with 
thy Damnation, I'll warrant thee : * him, ane 
him. | 


D 4 R E DEVII. 

1 never go to Church, Sir. 

 COURTINE. 

But what Religion are you of ? 

D 4REDEPMVTIL. 

Of the Religion of the /zner-Temple, the Common- 
Law Religion; I believe in the Law, truſt in the Law, 
enjoy what 4 have by the Law: For if ſuch a 8 
Gentleman as you are get fifty Pounds into my Debt, I. 
may go to Church and pray till my Heart akes; but the 
Law muſt make you pay me at laſt. 

COD RC IVI. 

"Tis certainly the Fear of Hell, and Hopes of Heppi- 
neſs that makes People live in Honeſty, Peace, and Union 
one towards another. 

DAREDEVII. | 

Fear of Hell! Hark thee, Beaugard; this Companion 
of thine, as I apprehend is but a ſort of a ſhallow Mon- 
ſter. Fear of Hell! No, Sir, "tis fear of Hanging. Who 
would not ſteal or do murder, every time his Fingers 
itch'd at it, were it not for fear of the Gallows ? Do 
not you, with all your Religion, ſwear almoſt as often as 
you ſpeak; break and profape the Sabbath ? Lie with 
your Neighbours Wives? And covet their Eſlates, if they 

| be 


\ 
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be better than your own? Yet thoſe things are forbid by 
Religion, as well as Stealing and cutting of Throats are. 
No, had every Commandment but a Gibbet belonging to 
it, I ſnould not haye had four King's: Evidences to-day, 
ſwear impudently I was a Papiſt, when I was never at 
Maſs yet fince I was born, nor indeed at any other Wor- 
ſhip theſe twenty Years. 
COURTINE. 2 

Why then, Sir, between Man and Man, you are really 
of no Religiou ? | 
DAREDEPFIL. 

May be I am, Sir: may be I am not, Sir: When you 
come to know me better, twenty to one but you'll be bet- 


ter ſatisfy d. 
COURTINE. _: | 
ou * Honour think there may be a Devil ? 
D ARE DEVIL. 
I never ſaw him, Sir. | 
Have you a mind to ber him? ft | 
DAREDEPFIL. 


I'd go fifty Miles-harefoot; ns; r eee be- 
long d to his Family. | 
BEAUGA R D. 

That's a damn'd' Lye, to my Knowledge: For I ſaw the 
Rogue ſo ſcar'd, that his Hair Rood uptight, but at the 
ht of a poor black Water- MS. that met him in the 


Dark once. 

c ORT IVI. 

What think you of your Conſcience ? 
DAREDEPFIL. 


I do not think of it at all Sir; it never troubles me- 

COURTINE. 
Dig you ever do.a Murder ? ; 2 
Dann 
ts is 1-09 | 


The AT REIS 1 O, | 
 ..COURTINE: 

Thou art the boneſter- Fellow for it; I love a friendly 
Rogue, that can keep ſech a Secret, at my Heart. 
 D AREDEP TL. 


COURTINE.. 


306 


Do you? 


Ay. | 
B:E4AUGARD. 

So that's well ſaid ? now we'll to work with him pre. 
ſent] 7 Doſt thou hear, Daredevil, this honeſt Friend's 
mine is ſomething troubled in Spirit, and wants a little of 
thy ghoſtly Advice in a Point of Difficulty, 

D.4REDEPVIL. 

Well, and what is't? I ſhall be civil, and- do him all 
the good I can. 

BEAUGARD; 

In few Words, he's marry'd, plagued, troubled, .and 
Hag-ridden by the eternally tormenting Witchcraft of a 
vexatious,. jealous Familiar, call'd a Wife. 

DAREDEFIL © 

A Wife! that ever any Fellow that has but two Gui 
of Brains in his Scull, ſhould give himſelf the trouble to 
complain of a Wife, fo long as there is Arſenick te 
World!! 

| 3. E AU G4: RD. * 
Nay, it is a- mere Shame, a ſcandalous Shame, * 
it is ſo cheap too. 
co RTI VI. 
Would you have me poiſon her ? 
DANE DEV II. 


Poiſon her! ay, what would you do with her elſe, if 


you are weary of her? 
COURTINE, 
But if I ſhould be called to a terrible Account for ſuch 
a thing hereafter ?. | 
DAREDE a JI. 
— l—Croſs my Hand with a piece of Sil 


ver, 


Pr 
we hz 
timat 


Fai 
but ] 
on't, 
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neſs i 
the 8 


Ar 
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very 


— 
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rer, that is to ſay.— give me three Pence——three Pence 
my deareſt | 


COURTINE. 
Well, and what then ? 
DAREDEPTIL. 
Why, for that inconſiderable Sum I'll be Security fos 
thee, and bear thee harmleſs for hereafter ; that's all. 
BEAU GARD. 1 
Faith, and cheap enough of all Conſcience. 
COURTINE. 
This is the honeſteſt Acquaintance I ever met withal, 
Beaugard. 20 | 
BEAUGARD. 
Oh, a very honeſt Fellow, very honeſt, 
..COUXTFISS... | 

Pr'ythee then, Daredevil, if that be thy Title, "I'M 
we have ſo happily met this Evening, let us grow more ite 
timate, and eat and drink together. 

| DAREDEYJ ITIL. 

Faith and troth, with all my Heart: Pox on me, Boy, 
but I love drinking mightily z and to tell ye the truth 
on't, I am never ſo well ſatisſied in my out-of-the- way 
Principles, as When I am drunk, very drunk. Drunken- 
neſs is a great Quieter of the Mind, a great Soother of 


the Spirit. 
' BEAU GARD.. 
And ſhall we be very free, my little Atheiſtical dis- 
believing Dog? Wile thou open thy Heart, and ſpeak 
very frankly of Matters that ſhall be nameleſs # 
 DAREDEPIL. 
k Much may be done; I ſeldom hide my Talent, I am no 
Niggard of my Parts that way, | | 
g BEAUGARD. 
ich To tell thee a Secret then, Daredevil, we two are this 
Night, for ſome weighty Conſiderations, to give a Treat- 
to the People of the Duke's Theatre, after the Play's 


il. one, upon their Stage; we are to have tbe Mufick 
too; 


at 
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too; and the Ladies tis hop'd, will not deny us the Fr. 
vour of their fair Company. Now, my dear Iniquity, {ha 
we not think'ſt thou, if we give our Minds to it, paſs a, 
Evening pleaſantly enough ? 
DAREDEPV TIL. 

Rot me, with all my Heart: I love the Projea of 
Treating upon the Stage extremely too. But will there, 
will there be none of the Poets there? Some of the Poets 
are pretty Fellows, very pretty Fellows; they are moſt of 

em my Diſciples in their Hearts, and now _ then fand 
up for the Truth manfully. 
BEAUGARD. 

Much may happen: But in the next place, after Sup. 
per we have reſolved to ſtorm, a certain enchanted Caſtle, 
where I apprehend a fair Lady, newly enter'd into League 
with an honeſt Friend of thine, call d. myſelf, is eve 
Pris'ner, by an old, ill-natur'd, ſnarling Dog in a Mar- 
ger, her Guardiag. Thou wilt make one at TY wilt thou 
nar, my little n 5 ö 
: DAREDEPTIL. "va 1 

| Dam? me, we H burn the Houſe. Sul 5s 
 COURTINE. "I 
Da m' me, Sir? Do you know what you a oy” Youbs 
eve no fuch thing. 

DAREDE7IL. 

Words of courſe, Child, mere Words of md We 
uſe an hundred of em in Converſation, which are. indeed 
but in the nature of Expletives, and ſignify nothing; ® 
Dam'me, Sir; Rot me, Sir; Confo me, Sir ; which 
Purport no more than So, Sir; And, Sir; or Then, Sin, 
at the worſt : For my part, I always ſpeak what I think; 
no man can help thinking what he does think: So if! 
ſpeak not well, the Fault's not mine. 

BEAUGARD. ns 

Diſtinguiſh'd like a Learned School-Divine, 

| COURTINE. | 
When meet we at the Play-Houſe then : 


5 


DAR 
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PAR ED I/II. 
Fa, Before the Clock ſtrike Nine. | 


ſhal BEAUG ARD. 
5 an Where well have Mufick, Women, Mirth. 1 
DARE D EF IL. Lott 
| And very much oy; Wine, - [Excunti 
At of | ' 898 . þ 
nere, r ute tet de ren .. SS & &- — 
Poel 5 5 bs F ** 
t of 


os ACTRCTTERERRC 
Enter BEAUGARD, Covxrixx, and DaREDERvII. | 


BEAUG ARD. 

$ not this living now? Who that knew the Sweets 
of Liberty, the uncontroul'd Delights the Free- 
man taſtes of, Lord of his own Hours, King of his own 
Pleaſures, juft as Nature meant him firſt; 

Courted each Minute by; all his Appetites, 

Which he indulges like a bounteous Maſter, . ;/ 

That's ſtill ſupply'd with various full Enjoyments > 
ad no intruding Cares make one Thought bitter, 

u bi. DAR EDEYJII. 

' very" well this 3 this is all but very well. 
| COURTINE, 

: We Nay, not one Rub, io interrupt the Courſe 

ndeed Of a long rolling, gay, and wanton Life. 
g; BWNcthinks the Image of its like a Lawn 
which I In a rich flow'ry Vale; its Meaſure long, 
„ Sir, Beauteous its Proſpect, and at the End | 
think; A ſhady peaceful Glade, where, when the pleaſant Raes 
0 if! is over, 
We glide away, aud are at reſt for ever. 

BEAUGARD. 
Who, that knew this, d Jet himſelf be a Slaves 

Te ile Colkoms the World's deb ucuid in? 


teeupt lis needtul Hours of Ret ; to rile and 
{RF | : yawn 
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yawn in a Shop i in Corabill ? Or, what's as bad, make 
a ſneaking Figure in a great Man's Chamber, at his ri. 
ſing in a Morning? Who would play the Rogue, Cheat, 
Lie, Flatter, Bribe, or Pimp, to raiſe an Eſtate for a 
Blockhead of his own begetting, as he thinks, that ſhall 
waſte it as ſcandalouſly as his Father got it? Or who, 
Cee, would marry, to beget ſuch a Blockhead ? 
| COURTINSG. 

No body, but ſuch a Blockhead as myſelf, n 
that's certain; but I will, if poſſible, atone for that Sin 
of mine in the future Courſe of my Life, and grow az 


zealous a Libertine as thou would wiſh thy F riend | to be. 


DAREDEVII. 


Theſe are Rogues that pretend to be of a Religion now ! 


t I fay, is, Honeſt Atheiſm for my Mone y- 
e 540K 5. 

No, 
ſent poſſeſt of; a kind, fair She, to cool my Blood, and 
pamper my Imagination withal; an honeſt Friend or two 
like thee, Courtine, that I dare truſt my Thoughts to; 
generous Wine, Health, Liberty, and no Diſhonqur, and 
when I aſk more of Fortune, let her e'en make a Beggar 
of me. What ſay'ſt thou to this Daredevil? Is not this 
coming as near thy Doctrine as a younger Sinner can con- 


nient] 
by 0 DAREDEPMYIL. 


fort. | | 
4 . 
But why did we part with the Women ſo ſoon ? 
 BEAUGARD, 


Oh, Courtine, Reputation, Reputation! Iam a young 


Spark, and muſt ſtand upon my Credit, Friend ; the 
Rogues that cheat all the Week, and go to Church in clean 
Bands o Sunday, will advance no neceſſary Sums upon m 
Revenues elſe, when there may. be an Occaſion : Beſides ! 
have a Father in Town, a grave ſober, ſerious old Gen- 
tleman, call'd a Father, 


2 DARE 


grant me while I live the eaſy Being I am at pre- 


Nay, I have very great Hopes of you, that's my Com. 
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DAREDEVII. 


1 One that will Drink, Rant, Whore, and Game, and is 
Wl + full of Religion as his worſhipful Son here. 
l BEAUGAR D. 
" Ha! | 
A Enter FATHER, | 

FA 7 HER. | 
p Very well, very noble, truly Son! This is the Care you 


re pleaſed to take of my Family] Sit up all Night, drink, 
Whore, ſpend your Eſtate, and give your Soul to the De- 
vil! a very fine—— Hickyp-——This Aqguamirabilis * 
de old Hock does not agtee with my Stomach. 
B EAU GARD. 
1 Daredevil, ſtick to me now, and help me out at a dead 
i, or I am loſt for ever. Sir, I hope my being here, 
has not done you, nor any Friend of yours, an Injury. 
FATHE R. 
Injury! No Sir, 'tis no Injury for you to take your 
{will in Plenty and Voluptuouſneſs —— Hic while 
your poor Father, Sirrah, muſt be. contented to drink 
paltry Sack, with dry-bon'd, old, batter'd Rogues, and 
be thankful, You muſt have your fine, jolly, young Fel- 
lows, and bonny, -buxom, brawny-bumm'd Whores, you 
Dog, to revel with, and be hang'd to you, muſt you? 
Sirrah, you Rogue, I have loſt all my Money. 
BEAUGARD. 
* I am ſorry for it, Sir. 
FATHER. 
AY for it, Sir !—Hickup—lIs that all ? 
DAREDEPFTIL. 


[ If thou art very poor, old Fellow, take a ſwingin | 
ung Doſe of Opium and fleep upon't ; tis the beſt thing in the 
the ' world for old Gentlemen that have no Money. Or wilt 
lean mou be good Company ? Wilt thou fit down and crack a 
my bottle, old Boy? Hah? 

es I F 4- 


0 
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FATHER. 
Heh! crack a Bottle 
DAREDEYII. 


Ay, crack a Bottle: What ſay'It thou to that comfort 


able Propoſition. 
COURTINE.- 


Come Sir, here's your good Health, i to your better 


ne. 
ge FATHER. 

A very honeſt Fellow, Zack: Theſe are very honeſt 

Fellows. What is your Name, Friend? | 
DAREDEMTIL. 

My Name is Daredevil, Friend; of the ancient Family 
of S Daredevil; in the North, that have not had a 
Church in their Pariſh, Chaplain in their Houſe, Prayeri 
Publick or Private, or Graces at Meals, ſince the a 

FATHER. 

Sir, I have heard much of your Family ; it is a very 
ancient honodrable'Family': and I am glad to find my Son 
has made Choice of ſuch a. Noble Acquaintance. —Sit, 
my Service to'you.l proteſt, a Cup of pretty Claret, 
very pretty Claret. 

COURTINE, 
And he bas top'd it off as prettily, I'II ay that for him. 
„ 
ack, J have loft all my Money, Jacl. 
BEA U GARD. 
Have you been robb'd, Sir? 
FAT HI R. 

Robb'd, Sir! No, Mr. Saucy-face, I have not been 
robb'd, Sir, but I have been nitk*d, Sir, and that's as bad, 
Sir. You are a worthy Perſon, and I'll make you m/ 


ud 
PO” DAREDEVII. 
Conte dong then. | 
FATHER. 


The Main was Seven, and the Chance Four; I had 


juſt thirty Pounds upon it, and my laſt Stake: The 
Caſte 


enjoy * 
Fulneſs 
North } 


without 
Sir, 


Well 
What th 


Vor 


T he 
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Caſter threw, nothing came of it; I chang'd his Dice ; 
he threw again, to as little Purpoſe as before. | 

DAREDEPFITL 

Very ſtrange, truly, | 
FATHER. 

I chang'd his Dice again, he threw again: So he threw, 
and I chang'd ; and 1 chang'd, and he threw, for at leaſt 
kalf an Hour; till at laſt - Do you mark me? the Dice 
pow'd'ring out of the Box— 

DAREDEPIL, 
That's plain. 
FAT HE R. 

One on 'em trips againſt the Foot of a Candleſtick, and 

up comes two Duces, two Duces, Sir, do you hear? And 
ſo I loſt my Money. No, Sir, I was not robb'd, Sir ; 
but [ loſt upon two Duces: And that was fo hard Fore 
ane, that I'll hold you, or any Man living, fifty. Pounds 
to ten, that he does not throw two Duces before Seven 


again. 
: DAREDEPIL. 

Two Duces before Seven! Two Duces are not to be 
thrown, Sir, not to be thrown. 

BEAUGARD. 
I am glad to hear you are ſo rich, Sir. 
FATHER, 

Rich, quoth * a! Pr'ythee be quiet, I am not worth a 
dhilling, Man. Burt, Sir, here you are a Lord at large, 
enjoy your Drink and your Drabs, fit up all Night in the 
Fulneſs of Iaiquity, with worthy Eſquire Daredevil of the 
North here, with a Pox to you; whilſt 1 muſt be kept, 
without a Shilling in my Pocket But, Bs — 

BEAU GARD. 1 
Sir, I ſent you an hundred Pounds Yeſterday Morning 


FATHER. 


Well, Sirrab, and I have had Ill Lock, and loft it all; 
What then ? 


Vo, IL O BEAU. 
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BEAUGARD. 

Sir, to avoid Diſpute, ſhall I make one Propoſition to 

you ? ſlin 
FATHER, 

Heh! With all my Heart. Look you, Fach- boy, I am 
not againſt thy taking thy moderate Diverſions, ſo long 
as I ſee thou keepeſt good Company, neither. Bu. 
ſneak what Ready- money thou haſt into my Hand, and 
ſend me the relt of t'other Hundred to my Lodging. 

BEAUGARD. 

Do you think it reaſonable, that as often as two Duce: 
are thrown before Seven, I muſt advance an hundred 
Pounds to make the Devil's Bones rattle, Sir ? 

FATHER. 

Sirrah, you are a Rebel; and I could find in my Heart 

to cut your Throat. Sir, have you e'er a Father? 
DAREDEVII. 


No, Sir. | 
 & 4 I 3 HEE 
No, Sir? T] 
DAREDEVII. you 7 

No, Sir; I broke his Heart long ago, before I came 
to be at years of Diſcretion : I hate all Fathers, and al. Te 


ways did. | little 
FATHER. i do, 

Oh Lord | hatk you, Sir, what's that Fellow's Profeſſion; I in Af 
COURTINE. _ 
Oh, an Atheiſt, Sir; he believes neither God nor the * 0 
Devil. uine 
FAT HE X. Jacky 


*Sbud, I'll bruſtle up to him. Are you an Atheiſt, Fe bu. 


low ? hoh? * 
| ou'll 
| DARTEDEVII. Ikn 
| | ow 
Yes, Sir, I am an Atheiſt. ren 
FAT HER. 
And what think you will become of you when you die The; 


hoh ? 
D A Rb 
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DAREDEPMIL. 
70 I ſhall be buried fix Feet under Ground to prevent 


ſtinking, and there grow rotten, 
FATHER, 
Oh Lord! 


DAREDEPMTIL, 

If I chance to be hang'd being a luſty Sinewy Fellow, 
the Corporation of Barber-Chirurgeons, may be, beg me 
for an Anatomy, to ſet up in their Hall. I don't take 
much care of myſelf while I am living ; and when I am 
dead, whatever happens to me will never trouble me. 

FATHER, | 

No more to be ſaid; my Son's in a very hopeful way 
to be damn'd, that's one Comfort. Impudent Rogue, 
You keep Company with the Devil's Reſident! You con- 
yerſe with Foreign Miniſters, and deny your Father a little 
dirty a Fogh, Poltroon ! 


BEAUGARD. £ 


This is very hard, Sit: But if Ten Guineas will do 
you any Service 


came FATHER. 
nd al. Ten Guineas? Let me ſee; ten Guineas are a pretty 


little piddling Sum, that's the truth on't ; but what will 

it do, Zacky boy? Serve, may be to play at Ticktack in 

M007 an Afternoon, three Hits up for a Piece, or ſo; but when 
will that recover my Hundred again ? Ten Guineas ! 
Pox o'thy Ten Guineas. Well, let me ſee the Ten 
Guineas though, let me ſee them a litle——F acty-boy, 
Jacky, Fack——Y ou have drunk damnable hard to Night, 
4, Feu Rogue! you are a drunken Dog, I believe———— 
: Han't you had a Whore too, Facky ? 


nor the 


You'll get the Pox, Sirrah, and then—But if chou doſt, 
Ll know a very able Fellow, an old Acquaintance of mine 
—Ten Guineas, ach? 
BEAUGARD. 
There they are, Sir, and long may they laſt you. 
O 2 FA- 


ou die 


A RE 


- — — — I—·öꝰ . — <4 Toro” 
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FATHE R. 

Make 'em twenty, TJacky-rogue ; you Plump. 
cheek'd, meriy-ey d Rogue, make em twenty — make 
'em fifteen then Jachy- boy, Facky, Jacl, Do faith, 

BEITIUGAR O. 

Upon my Duty, you have ſtripp'd me, Sir. 


FAT HER. 
Then do you hear, Friend, you Atheiſt, that are f 
free of your Soul; let us ſee if you dare venture a little of N 
your Money now—Come [ Draws out .a Box and Dic | 
Seven's the Main: I'll hold you ten Pounds to two, two H 
Duces does not come before Seven. 
B EAU GAR D. . 
At him, Daredetril; Beggar him once more, and then I rot r 
we ſhall be rid of him. mort: 
DAREDEVII. 
Done, Sir, done; down with your Money. Go 
FATHER. 
Here, you blaſphemous Dog.—Doſt thou love Hazard? Sta 
DAREDEPMFTL. Raſca, 
Dearly, from the Bottom of my Heart, Sir. 
FATHE R, Til 


I love thee the better for't : -Come Aran + Tam 
DAREDEVII. 


Right. | Ho! 

: FATHER. gant 0 
Seven. | ¶ Threws t2vo Duc, 

DAREDEVII. I he 

Two Duces ! You have loſt, Sir, night, 

FATHER. compo 


Dama me, Sir, lay your Hand upon my Money! with a 
DAREDEPMTL. 

Damn me, Sir, tis my Money; I won it fairly. 
BEAUGARD. 

Now, Ceurtine, nox— 


C OUT 
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ap-. COURTINE. 
lake Now, look to't, Atheiſt! PR 
b. FATHER. 


Son of a Whore, you lie. Thus to my Hat, I weep 
the yellow Scoundrels,, and draw. my Sword i in witnels 
thiare my own. 


2 0 DARE DE TI. 
le of Nay then ll —_— 
ice] - COURTINE, 


Hold, Sirs, no drawing Swords, no quarrelling. 
DAREDEPMPYIL. 

I am glad on't, with all my Heart; ſor though I am 
not much afraid of. the Devil, I hate a drawn Sword 
mortally, 

BEAUGARD. 

Good Si | 


FATHE R. 
ard? WW Stand off. Dogs, Atheills win my Money | —— 
Raſcal === o00d-morrow. (Exit. 


| BEAUGARD. 

Till next time two Duces come before Seven; and then 

Tam ſure to ſee or hear from you again infallibly. 
. COURTINE. 

How doſt thou intend to diſpoſe of this wild, extrava- 

gant old Father of thine, Beaugard ? | 
BEAU GAR D. 

I hope to find him run fo far in Debt within this Fort- 
night, that to avoid the Calamity, he ſhall be forced to 
compound with me for his Freedom, and be contented. 
with a comfortable Annuity in the Country; that's all my 
Hopes of him, 


Wucer, 


COURTINE, 
Which he'll ſell in one Quarter of a Year, and return 
to old Londen again, for other Game at Hazard. 


BEAUGARD. 
No, like a wiſe Guardian, I'll take care of the con- 


Ut: O 3 trary, 
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trary, lay it too far out of his reach, and tie it too fal 
for him. Why how now, Daredevil? What in the 
Dumps ? *Tis an unruly old Gentleman, but yet he ha 
ſome Religion in him, Daredevil. 
DAREDEVII. 

Yes, Pox on him, to cheat me of my Money. TI 

well he was your Father, Sir. 
COURTINE. 

Why? 

DAREDEVYII. 

Had he been my own, by theſe Hilts I would have 
ſaw'd his old Windpipe aſunder upon the Spot. Rob me 
of my Right! 

COURTINE. 

Does he love Fighting ſo well then? I thought moſt 
of your Atheiſts had not much car'd for that impertinen; 
Exerciſe, 

DAREDEVII. 

"Tis a little impertinent, that III grant you, for honeſt 
Fellows to fall out, ſquabble, and cut one another's 
Throats, to ſpoil good Company: But when my Ho- 
nour's injured 

| BEAUGARD. 

Then, I know, thou art implacable. But for a foohſh 

trifling Sum of Money— 
DAREDEPMTIL, 

Traſh, Traſh, Dunghil, and Filthineſs! I give it away 
to my Wenches and my Servants ; we part with it to every 
Body, upon all Occaſions. He that values Money de- 
ſerves never to have the Benefit of it. 

 BEAUGARD. | 

A very noble Fragment of Philoſophy. But Courtir, 
the Morning is new riſen again, and I have received In. 
telligence this Night by a certain Miniſter, I keep for 
ſuch Offices, where my poor diſtreſſed Widow is held it 
Durance : If thou thinkeſt there may be any Hopes * 
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thee upon the Coaſt I am bound for, let us embark toge- 
ther, and good Luck attend us. 

COURTINE. | 

No, I have other Projects o'foot : Marriage has crack'd 
my Credit ſo, that no body that knows my Condition 
cares to dwell with me. Therefore I am reſolv'd to ſet 
out for new Diſcoveries, and try how I can thrive where 
my Name is a Stranger. | 

BEAUGA R D. 

What, this Morning! 

COURTINE. 

This very Morning: Fortified with Boxrdeaux as I am, 
will I iſſue forth; and let all ſtraggling Wives, Widows, 
and Virgins have a care of their Cargoes. 

BEAUGARD. 

Nobly refoly'd, and good Fortune guide thee. Thou 
Daredevil, wilt not part with me: thou art more a Friend 
than to leave thy Diſciple, when there is good ſubſtan- 
tial Sinning like to go forward, May be we may do a 
Murder before we part ; ſomething that is very wo 
we'll not fail of. 

D AREDEPIL, 

With all my Heart, let us fire a Houſe or two, poiſon 
a Conſtable, and all his Watch, raviſh fix Cinder-women 
and kill a Beadle, © 

BEAUGARD. 

Shall we do all this ? 

DAREDEPTIL. 
Do't! Il do't myſelf. 
 BEAUG ARD. 

Thou art the very Spirit of Iaiquity. 


Enter Foo T MAN. 


FOOT MAN. 
Sir, Captain Braugard. 
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BEAUG ARD. 


With me, Friend ? a 
, FOOTMA4 NW. 


Sir, there is a mask'd Lady, in a Chair, at the Corner, 


of the Street, defires a Word with you r 
BEA U GAR D. | 


Tell her, I'm her Vaſſal, and will wait on ber this 


Moment. Cqurtine, Good-morrow. 
COURTINE. 
Gone already ? | 
BEAUGARD. 

Trading comes in, Friend, and | muſt mind my Cal. 

ling, that's all. Alon, Daredevil. 
DAREDEVIE. 

Friend, farewel to thee ; if either of us are run through 
the Lungs, or ſhot in the Head, before we meet again, 
let us hear from one another out of the Lower World, 
how Matters go Were and what Entertainment they give 
* | 
me COURTINE, | 

You will find me a very civil Correſpondent, Sir, - 

DAREDEP1L. 

Farewel. 

COURTINE, | 

The ſame good Wiſh to you, Sir. Now will T out in. 
to the middle of the Street, play at Blind-man's Buff by 
my ſelf, turn three times round, and catch who I can, 


SCENE changes to the Street, Enter BEAUO ARD 
g and DAREDEVIL. 


B EAU GAR D. 
This ſhould be the Place, and yet I ſee no Chair, 
D ARE DEVII. 
Then let us all fall to Miſchief, 


B E 4 U. 


Tei 


the Co 
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S EAU GAR. D. 
Pr 'ythee, a little Patience, though it be a Virtue, dear 
Tewptation. 


ers 


Euter another FO0O0TMAN... 


[ 


FO O T MAN. 

Sir, is your Name Captain Beaugard ? 

| B EAU GARD. 

Yes, my dear Mercury, I am the happy Man. 
FOOT MAM. 1 

Then, Sir, this Letter is for you. 

2 BFA ARD. | 

Stay till I read it, Friend, 
FOOTMAN.. 


this 


ugh Sir, it requires no Anſwer, 
* B EAUGAR D. 
rd, What Jilt's Trick, now !— Sir, ——to meet vs with your, f 


VC HE Swords in your Hands this Morning behind the Corner Houſe 
of — By,my Stars, a Challenge from the termagant Sparks 
that fell upon us laſt Night, Why, what a deal of Love, 
and Honour have I. upon my Hands now? Daredevil, 
thou canſt fight? | 

DAREDEPIL. 
Why, is there any occaſion ? 
in. 3 EAUGAR D. i 
by Only a Challenge, Daredevil, that's all. See, there's 
a Breakfaſt for thee, if thou haſt any Stomach to't : 
DAREDEVII. | 
Idle Rogues, Raſcals, Hectors! Never mind em; hang 

em, theſe are ſome hungry Varlets that want Dinners 3 

let us break the next Windows, and never think on't. 


Enter fix Ruſfians. 


1 RUFFIAN. 
Theſe-are our. Quarry ; be ſure we ſeize them both. I 
| the Coach ready, 
. 05 RUF. 
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2 R UFFIAN. 
At the next Corner. | | 
. 


Fall on them. Sir, you ave our Priſoner. Bu 

BEAUGARD. Ih 

Villains! Rogues! Thieves! Murder! Thieves; Raſ- Ha 

cals, you'll not murder me? | Fo 

i RUFFIAN. T I; 

Nay, Sir, no Noiſe, no ſtruggling, as you tender your i 1c 

Safety. Fo! 

BEAUGARD. 

Daredevil, Dog, Coward, draw thy Sword and reſcue ] 

me. loy 

D AREDEPMTIL. Fre 

I am terrify'd, amaz'd ; ſome Judgment for my Sins is MW Fea 
fallen upon me; alas, I am in Bonds too ! Have mercy 

on my Soul, and don't flay me, Gentlemen. | I 

BEAUG ARD. tho 


Damnation! Bllnded ! Raſcals | Villains, | Ruffians! 


Murder ! 
DAREDEPMYTIL. 
Oh Daredevil, Daredevil, what will become of thee | 
[ Excunt, 


Enter THEBODORET and GRACHTI AN 


THEODORET. 

This Generoſity makes good thy Character, 
That thou*rt the braveſt Man, and trueſt Friend: 
How ſhall I deſerve this from thee ? 

GRATIAN. 

I ſhould be unjuſt, both to myſelf, and the dear Ms- 
mory of thy Noble Brother, whoſe F riendſhip was ſo 
dear to me, ſhould my true Sword be idle in thy Cauſe. 
Beſides, the Love which I profeſs to Porcia, 

Tells me a Rival muſt not tamely carry her. 


THEM 
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THEODOR ET. 
She is thy Right: My dying Brother, her ſoon-for- 
gotten Husband, 
But thy remember'd Friend, with his laſl[ Breath thus told mez 
J have a Friend, Gratian, the Man my Heart 
Has cheriſh'd moſt ; we from our Youth were Rivals 
For my dear Percia: Tell him, if I die, 
T left her to him, as the deareſt Legacy 
I could bequeath : Bid him be tender of her, 
For ſhe'll deſerve it from him.—Would ſhe did. [4fde+ 
GRATIAN. | 
Heav'n knows, it is my Curſe, ſpite of her Scorn,: 
love her to Madneſs ; nor ſhall this Man of War, this 
French-bred Hero, win ber with nothing but his Cap and 
Feather ; I wonder he is not come yet. 
THEODORET,. ; 
I have heard the Man is gallant ; but in Honeſty, as 
thou art my Friend, I wiſh thou wouldſt hear good Counſel. 
GRATIA N. | 
Thine muſt be Noble. 
THEODORE - 
I'd have thee think no more of this proud Woman. 
GRATIAN, 
I wiſh 'twere poſſible. 
THEODORET. 
Their Sex is one groſs Cheat ; their only Study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin Man: 
They have it by Tradition from their Mothers, 
Which they improve each Day, and grow more exquiſite, 
Their Painting, Patching, all their Chamber Arts, 
And public Affectations, are but Tricks 
To draw fond Men into that Snare, their Love. 
2 G RAT IAV. 
Would this could cure mine. 
| THEODORET. 
When we're caught faſt, tis then they ſhew their Na- 
tures, 


Our 


cue 


1s U 
Icy 


nee | 
cunt, 


£0. Grow 
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Grow haughty, proud, to vex the Wretch RN ve conquer 'd, 
Tho' the ſame Hours they glance abroad for new ones. 
But let a Woman know you're once her Slave, 
Give her once Teſtimony that you love her, 
She'll always be thy Torment, jilt, defign, 
And practiſe Ends upon thy honeſt Nature; 
So ſtrong is their Antipathy to Truth, 

GRATIAN. 

But let a Fool — | 

 THEODORET. 

Oh give them but a Fool, 
A ſenſeleſs, noiſy, gay, bold, briſtling Blockbead, 
A Raſcal with a Feather, and Cravat-ſtring. 
No Brains in's Head ; a vain, pert, empty Rogue, 
That can prim, dance, liſp, or lye very much, 
They're loſt for ever: They'll give all they have 
To Fools, or for em 

GRATIAN. 

But, my Friend, this granted, 
Grant Porcia this, and more, as ſhe's the Relict 
Of thy dear Brother, and my valued Friend, 
The Injury ſhe brings upon thy Honour 
Muſt not be lighted ; and that's my Cauſe now. 

THEODORET.. | 

There thou o'ercom'f} me: Still our Men of Mettle 

Delay their Time ; the Day grows late ; let's walk 


Down by yon' Wall ; may be they have miſs'd the Place: 1 
Beſides I fancy ne is Gier this way, and we may Reſi 
de prevented. 

Methinks I would not loſe ſo fine a Morging, and do 3 

nothing. Frie 
GRAT I AN, 

Nor I, a OO [Exemnt. 1 

V 


ot | Enter 
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Enter SY LYI A and LUGRET HFA. 


SYLY 14. 

Oh Lucrece, "twas the Pangs of Jealouſy, curſt Jealouſy, 
that brought me hither. 

EUCRE 7 2 

Where lodg d you then laſt Night ? 

SYLY IA. 

Here, in this Houſe, my Couſin Portia's Houſe: I 
met her late laſt Night, juſt as I alighted, haraſs'd with my 
Journey, and the Cauſe of it: Had ſhe not took pity of 
me, Heaven knows, how my Perplexities would have diſ- 
poſed me 

LUCRETIA.' 
What, in. this Houfe ? 
SYLYI4: 
Here, in this very Houſe. 
LUCRETIA: 
I'm glad. I know it; I'll take ſuch care it ſhall not be 


long a Secret. 
„ | 
The Garden opening thus upon the Fields, invited me 
to take the Morning-air here; for Sleep's a Gueſt that 
ſtays but little with me. Why figheſt thou, Lucrece ? 
.LUCRETIA. 
'm thinking why my Couſin Portia ſhould chuſe this 


1 


rern 
'Tis for a Lover, Lucrece; Beaugard courts her, a 
Friend and lewd Companion of my falſe Husband's, 
LUCRET 14, 
I know him but too well, 
SYLPYIA. 
Why, doſt chou love him? 


LU: 


——— ﬀ - 2 


| 
| 


— 


riage. 
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LUCRETIA. 
So mych that I can neither eat, drink, nor. ſleep in 
peace, for the tormenting Thoughts of him. 
STLF IA. 
By Heavens I pity thee. Oh have a care of Marriage, 
Luercce, Marriage ; *twill be thy Bane, and ruin thee for 
ever. Marriage ſpoils Faces; How I look with Mar- 


LUCRET 1A. 

I ſee no Change. | 

SYLP 1A. 

No Change ! I have not ſlept fix Nights in peace ſince 

the curſt Day I wedded. | 
oer J 
Will then a Husband ſpoil ones ſleep ſo ſadly ? 
aTLFIA | 
A Husband's, Lucrece, like the Wedding. Clothes z 

Worn gay a Week, and then he throws 'em off, 
And with 'em too the Lover : Then his Days 
Grow gay abroad, and his Nights dull at home : 
He lies whole Months by thy poor longing Side 
Heavy and uſeleſs, comes faint and loth to Bed, 
Turns him about, grunts, ſnores : and that's a Habana. 

14S & % & © IG 

" Is Courtine ſuch a one? 

| SYLPY IA. 

"Tis pain to tell thee the Life I lead with him. He's 
colder to me, than Adamant to Fire; but let him looſe 
among my Kitchen-Furniture, my Maids, never was 
ſeen ſo termagant a Towſer : He loves a naſty, foul-fed, 
fulſome Drab, and ſcorns the tender Joys my Arms 
invite him to. To be deſpis'd at that rate, ſo diſho- 
nour'd, makes me even curſe the Chance that made me 
Woman : Would I had been any Creature elſe.—See 
yonder, yonder he comes: Thy I” thy Mask, dear 
* 


* 
— 


or 2 | L 72 


— 


2 2 5 


F. 
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LUCRETIA. 

Farewell; III away, and leave ye fairly both together. 
(Eri. 


Enter Cu T IN ꝝ. 


COURTINE. 

What, fly thy Ground, faint Soldier ! How, another! 
Nay then *twas nobly done ! two to one had been odds 
elſe : Had it not, pretty one? 

SYLY1TA. 

Why, who are you, Sir? 

COURTINE. 

E'en a wandering Knight, that have forſaken my 
Caſtle in the Country, and am come up to Town for Pre- 
ferment truly, 

SYLPY 14. 

And one would think ſo proper, a luſty, well-made 
Fellow as you are ſhould not be long out of * 
ment. 


| COURTINE. 
Doſt thou know me, my Deareſt ? 
| SYLY 14. 
No. 
COURTINS. 


Then I am ſure thou canſt have no Exception againſt 
me, | 
. GS P OE 

But ſuppoſe T had a mind to a little farther anne 
tance with you ; what then, Sir? 

 _COURTINE. 

Why, then thou may'ſt reaſonably ſuppoſe that III 
make no evil Uſe of thy good Inclinations ; Faith there 
are very pretty Gardens, hereabouts,. let us commit a 
Treſpaſs for once, break into one; of em, and roll a Ca- 
momile-walk together this Morning. 


912714. 
O Lord, Sir! | 


* -. 


COUR 
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| COURTINE. 
She's: coming already. 
8$7-LFEIS 


II I mould let you make advantage of my Weakneſs 
now, you would: be falſe afterwards, forlake me, and. 


break my. Heart. | 
COURTINE.. 
Pretty Fool ! what innocent Scruples ſhe mab es! 
SYLP 14. 


Have you no other Miſtreſs already? have you no En- 
gagements that will return hereafter- upon your n. to, 


my Prejudice ? 
COURTINE: 
Shall I. ſwear !: Soy ad: 
S TL VIA. 
But han's you truly ? 
COURTINE. 


2 1 "Who may that blue Mountain over our Heads 


there, fall down and cruſh me like a pelted Toad; 
STLVII. 
To ſhew you then that I deſerve your Faith 
COURTINE: | 
What wilt thou ſhew me? 
6 £4 SF 1A. 
A Face which I am not aſham'd of, tho' you'. Pers 
haps-be ſcandaliz'd when you ſee it. 
COURTIN E. 


The Devil take me if I am tho', ſo. it prove not very 


borrible indeed. 
1 L V 1.4: 
What think you then, Sir, is it ſuch a one as you 
look'd for ? | 
| COU RT1 N E. 
own Wife? 


1 thy ad Wife, 725 


Tho 
Hav 


Thro 
longe 
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Thou, falſe, deceitful, perjur'd, ſhameleſs merk: 
Have I deſerv'd this from thee ? | | 

COURTINE. 

Pox confound her— 

[Takes out a Book an fall a — 4 
rr 

Is this the Recompence of all my Love? 

Did I beſtow my Fortune on thy Wants, 
Humble myſelf te be thy Dove-like Wiſe? 
And is this all I'm worth? 

COURTINE, 

Wealth is a great | 
Provocative to am'rous Heat 2 [ Reades 
For what is worth in any thing, u: ile 
But ſo much Money as "twill bring? 

* har the WR Canto the Firſt, © 
8 714 (CH un 

W direct me } have I wrought my Nature 
To utmoſt Sufferaace, and moſt low Contentment * 
Set my poor Heart to Cares? have I been bleſt 
With Children by thee, to be left with Scorn, 

Caſt off, neglected, and abandon'd vilely Þ | + | 
Speak, is not this hard Uſage 7 j | 


Cern 0 555 27 44 
Umph! A BAC 
SYEIY FA 
Umph! What's Umph? WM: 
COURTINS: ij 509 2 | 
Umph, that's I, Child ; Derr vl, Iz — 
8 NXL VIA. 


Death; Death, por” Torments! Cut my wretched 
Throat, don't treat me thus: By Heav'n I'll beaz't no 


longer, 
'COUR TINE, 


No more. 


6 1 
19 1 
16 1 * 


SYLYI4A 


- 
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een ä 
1 ha done Sir. 


COURTI N E. 
What do you at London f 
; | SYLFL 14. 
Is it a Fault to follow what I am fond of ? 
.COURTINK. + | 
Can't I enjoy my Pleaſure, take my 888 but you 
muſt come, apd ſpoil the high - ſeaſon d Diſh, th your 
* whining, ſenſeleſs Jealouſy? 
 SYLPYIA. 
Pr' pee forgive me. 
1 COURTINE.. 
Where did you lodge laſt Night ? 
ST LVA. 
Here with a Kinſwoman,; K 
May be you know her not; her Name is Porcia, 
COURTINE, _. 
Death A WIA n. K an fly fue, 
What at this Houſe? 
1 * 817 14. U A 
This very Houſe ! that Door 
Opens into the Garden, let us walk: dere 
Won't you go with me, Caurtiu 2 
a COUR 7 1 N E. 


8 TLFTA. 
Pr'ythee do, Lowe. 
Don't be thus cruel to me. 
COURTINE. 
Then promiſe one thing. 
And may be my good-rature ſhall be wrought upon. 
SYLYIA. 
I'll grant thee any thing; ſpeak, try, m Obedience. 
COURTINE. 71 
Then promiſe me, that during your Abode 


* 


No. 


In 


you 
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In this ſweet Town, which I love very dearly, 

That let me ramble, ſteer what Courſe I will, 

Keep what late Hours, and as I pleaſe employ 'em, 

That you'll be ſtill an humble, civil Doxy, 

And pry into no Secret to diſturb me. 
SYLY1A. 


33% 


Well, *tis granted. | 
COURTINE. 1 
Oh then, I'll be dutiful. | W 
SYLYF TA. 
- Enter you firſt. | 
COURTINE. 


SYLVYLV IA. 
Oh, then you'll forſake me ; 
You ſeek but Opportunity again to leave me, 
COURTINE, 
Well; fince I am trapt thus, 
Like a poor Beaſt that wanted better Paſture, 
There is no Replevin, and I muſt to Pound, [ZExcxxt, 


No 


Enter TuzopozeT, GaaTians and LUCRETIA, | 


THEODORET. 
| Wha, 4 in this Houſe ? 
 ZZUCRETIH. 
Here, in this very Houſe ; | 
My Couſin Sylvia, Courtine's jealous Wife, 
_—— to Town, lodg'd with her here laſt Night, 
. THEODORET. | 
Neo more, I gueſs the Cauſe we're diſappoint nted. | 
Do thou go, Gratian, muſter what Friends tis poſſible . 
PIl try my Intereſt too; we'll ſtorm your Fortreſs, 
Enchanted Lady, though your Giant guard it. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to the Infide of a very fair Houſe, 
Adorned with rich Furniture and Lights, 


Enter Ruffians, with B&auGarD, and Dargpevit. 


BEAUGARD. 
Dogs! Raſcals! Villains L how do· you intend to deal 


with us ? 
1 RUFFIAN. 
Much better than your Language has deſerv'd, Sir. 
[T hey n 
BEA U GARD. 
Sirs, for this noble Uſage, had I a Sword or Piſtol * 
me, I would reward you molt amply. 
[They all bow and withdraw, 
A Plague of your Civility ! where the Devil are we ? 


| DAREDEFIL. 
Where are we, quotha ! why, we are in a Palace, 


Man. Pr'ythee look about thee a little. 
7 B EAUGAR D. 
By Heav'n here's a Paradiſe 3 hark Daredevil ! Muſic 


too! 
DARE DEVIL. 

Pl be hang'd. if tis not a bawdy | Dancing-School 3 
ſome better Whores than ordinary deſigning à private 
Ballum Rancum, have pitch'd upoa our two proper Per- 
ſons for the Bus'neſs ; we are like to have a-ſwinging time 


ont, Beaugard, 
BEAUGA\RD: 

A Plague o'your Cowardiſe |! you were whining and 
Praying juſt now, and be hang'd to you. 

DAREDEVII. 

I praying ! Pr'ythee be quiet Man, I never pray d in 
my Life, nor ever will pray :. Praying quotha |. that's & 
merry Jeſt with all my Heart. 

BEAUGARD. 
Impudent Poltromm ! He ſaid two Dozen of Pater- 


* within this half Hour, and every Jolt the Coach 
gave 


par 
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gave was afraid the Devil would have torn him to pieces. 
DAREDEVII. 

Odd, I like this Contrivance very well: Look, Blau- 
gard, what comes yonder ? *sheart, two Devils in Petti- 
coats, how my Guts ſhrink together ! 


Enter twoblack Women. 


3 EAUGAR D. 
Heyday ! Lady Blackamores ! nay then we are FR 
enchanted, What are you too, Miids of Honour to the 


Queen of Pomonkey ? and is this one of her Palaces ? not 
a Word ! 


D AREDEPIL. 
How TI long now to be familiar with one of thoſe Soo- 
ty-fac'd Harlots ! I would beget a chopping black Son, of 


a Whore upon her, in defiauve to the Prince of Dark. 
nels, 


Enter a Dwarf. 


BEAUGARD. 

What, another too of the ſame Complexion ? this muſt 

be her Majeſty's Page. 
| DAREDEPMFIL. 

A Pimp, I'll warrant him; he's ſo very little, pert, 
and dapper, the Rogue looks as if he could inis hin- 
ſelf through a Key-hole. 

Dd. WF ER $-: 
Welcome, thou beſt-belov'd Man of the fair World. 
BEAUGARD. 4 vi 

Well, -Sir, -and what's the Service you have in order to 
command me ? 

DWARF. 

My Orders are to lead you to repole on rick; Bed pre · 
4 for. Reſt and Love. 

| DAREDE VII. 

I faid it was à Pimp; * a ſmooth- tongu ' d little 
Raſcal tis! 

BE 4 U. 
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BEAUGARD.. We: 
A very pretty fort of an Amuſement this : But pr' y- 
thee, young Domine, why to Bed? 'tis but now Day, 
and the Sun new riſen; for I have not been a-bed al 
Night, my little Monſter ; I know wow the Time goes, 
Child, 


DWAR r. 
Such are the Orders of the Power J ſerve. 
For you are come a long unmeaſurable Journey. 
DAREDEPTIL. 
Fah! | 
DWARF. 
Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the untract Air. 
BEAUGARD. 

A Pox upon. thee for a little, black, lying, well-in- 
ſtructed Raſcal ; but ſince it is the Cuſtom of the Plate, 
and my laſt Night's Fatigue requires it, I'll accept of the 
Offer, and diſpenſe with an Hour or two of Sleep, to fit 
me for better Exerciſe when I awake again. 

[Sits deu in a Chair to be undreft. 
DAREDEVJII. 

Drawn by wing'd Horſes through the Air, ſaid he; 
if this ſhould be true now, what would become of us 
Methought indeed the Coach whew'd it away a little fal- 
ter than ordinary, 

{Yhile Beaugard is undreffing the two Black . daner. 
 "BEAUGA RD. 
A very notable Entertainment truly, and your little 
Black Lady ſhips have tript it moſt featly.——— 
[The Women advance towards him, 
What, and muſt you take Charge of me now |—With 
all my Heart. Daredevil, farewel to thee ; but that I 
am in hopes of a better, I'd invite thee for a Bedfelow. 
[Women lead in Beaugard: 
DAREDEPTL. 


Bedfellow, quotha ! would I were a-bed with 2 


r'y- 


in- 
ace, 


0 fit 
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Bedfellow that I was ſare had but Fleſh and Bones about 5 
him. 5 | 
ö D' WA R- F. 
Come, Sir, you are my Charge. 
DAREDEPTIL.. 

I hope your little fa will be civil to me : ren 
Sir, what Place is this? 

D 1 A R F. 

A Cryſtal Caſtle built by Enchantment in a Land un- 
known to any but the Fair One that commands it ; The 
Spirits of the Air keep guard about it, and all obey her 
Charms. 
DAREDEPTIL. 

Oh, Lord ! and what Religion is the Lady of ? 

BD WORE. © 
That's a Secret, you'll know more of hereafter. 
AREDEPTL. 

Lead on then : Now in the lower World, whence 
come lately, were this known, 

How would the Fate in Ballad be lamented, 

Of Daredevil the Atheiſt that's enchanted. Bunt. 


- 
# 


PNGEGENKOT 
2. wy my 


467 1. 8 ne a 


2 


Enter GRATIAN and TuzoDoORET. 


C RNAT IAN. 
19 are your Men of Honour now; — 
knew a bluſtering, roaring, ſwaſhing Spark, that 
at the bottom, Was good for any thing. 
 _THEODORET. < 
Your faux Braves always put on a Shew of more Cou- 
rage than ordinary; as your beggarly half-Gentlemen 
always 


: 
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always wear tawdry and finer Cloaths than their Fortune 
will afford them. | FF 
GRATIAN. | 


But to lie concur in ae in the Houſe with 


her! 
u 5 E 0 D 0 R ET.. 6% 85 

Dan her, ſhe's a Proflicuts ; hay given \ herſelf 4 

to his Arms. % 
21 G R 4 - 14 N. fern IJ 

Vet, I'll warrant you, ſhe has an Excuſe for that too, 
if it beſo; as, alas! you know, Woman is but a weak 
Vedſſel. 


1 : e 


" THEOD O R 7. 

A Pox o the Weakneſs of her Veſſel! Dani” ber 
would my Sword were in her Throat But wil our 
Friends be ready ? 112.68 44001 
GRATIA V. 

Moſt punRuually. It was an odd "i Fellow ther white 
we met with. Was he certainly Beaugard's n 
gent + THEODOREF | not 

No body can ſwear that, for his Mother was a Wo. 
man; but that merry-conceited old Gentleman has the 
Honour of it; He has the Title, but whoſe © np 
” per, that I dare not determine. 


e IO -GRAT TH N, os 
T hope he'll be a good as his Word wich ws 
* T HEODO RET. 


It will not be amiſs if it prove ſo. Sou here he 
comes too. | C247 1 


Enter FATHER and FOURBINE. 
n 
vou lye, you Dog. you Scanderbeg Varlet, you he 
Do not I know that he fat up all Night with a 
Conſort of Whoremaſters and Harlots ; and _— 


8 
d 
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the Impudence to tell me he is not at Home? Do not 1 
know, Villain, that, after a Debauch, he will out- ſnore 
a Fleet -ffrcet Conſtable and all his Watch, for fix Hours; 
and dare you tell me, he is nor at home, you Cater- 
pillar. 

o RU N E. 

Jpn the Word of a true Valet ds Chambre, Sir, I 
al ſincerely and honeſtly with you. 

FATHER, A 
No more to be ſaid ; But, Sirrah, do you take No- 
ice in his Behalf, and tell him, he ſhall pay for this ; 
ay for it, de you hear, you Mongril ? Fob me off with 
en ſtinking Guineas, when I had loſt a hundred ! Fiends 
nd Furies, I'll not bear it. Good-morrow, my liitle 
Thunder bolts ! What ſay you, my tiny brace of Plun- 
erbuſſes ? can I be ſerviceable ? ſhall we about the Bu. 
neſs while it is practicable? bah? — 

THEO DO RET. 

Have you confider'd of it thoroughly, Sir ? 
FATHER, 

Trouble thy Head no farther; I'll do't, my Darling. 
THEODORET, | 

Have you conſider'd, Sir, that ſhe is your Son's Mr. 4 
preſs ? 


FATHER. ky 
So much the better tilt; Ill ſwinge her the. ſtaut⸗ 


er, for alienating his Affections from _ natural "yy 
ler. x 


G RATTAN. 
But ſuppoſe you ſhould meet him too there in bee "ou 
ace, Sir ? 

FATHER. 


Still better and better, and better for that very rea- 
a, for I would ſwinge him too with much fatherly 
Ilcipline, and teach him the Duty which a Son, wick 
Var, II. P | 4 
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a great deal of Money, owes an honeſt old Daddy that 
has none. 


THEODORET. 

Very piouſly reſolv'd, this; that's the truth on't. But dir B 
Sir, 1 would have you fatisfy'd into the Bargain, that this maſte 
will be no trifling matter. No Boys Play, old 7i- 
bary. : W. 


FATHER. 

Boys Play, Sir? I can fight, Sir ; Though I am an Yo 
old Fellow, I have a Fox by my fide here, that will ſnatl along 
upon Occaſion, Boys Play! I don't underſtand your Boys theſe 
Play, Sir—— . 

r THEODORET. fete 

I would not have you take my Plainneſs ill, Sir: I 
only hinted it, to deal with you according to an old Fa- 
ſhion of Sincerity, which I profeſs : Sir, I hope you are 
not offended at it, Oh 

FATHER. phlegn 

Then, to rectifſy all Miſtakes, let us fairly have a ſhe ha: 
Breakfaſt, hoc Momento. I have a ſort of gnawing Cou- much | 
rage, that when it is provoked, always gives me a Sto- Fortni, 
mach to a ſavoury Bit, and a cheerful Bottle. I hate to 
be run through the Guts, with nothing in em to keep the 
Wind out. 


G RAT IAN 

Very well propos'd, I think; for we have mote My 
Friends to meet us at a Tavern hard by here, where we V thi: 
intend to wiſh our Enterpriſe well in a bonny Bottle or 
two, and then about it as cheerfully as we can. Oh, 

FATHER. 

Very well ſaid, that: This is a pretty Fellow, I'll war- Look 
rant him. Now, if my Rebel be run through the Midrif 
in this Buſineſs, I am the next Heir at Law, and the two Plagi 
thouſand Pounds a Year is my own, declaro. Come along 
wy little Spit-fires, Index 

Pray ip 


Mut 
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Nous allons, | 
Braves Frippons, 
Sans ſcawoir où nous allons. 


Six Bumpers in a Hand to him that drills the firſt Whore- 
maſter through the ſmall Guts. | 


GRATIAN. 
We'll pledge it heartily, Sir. 
| FATHER. | 
You are both my honeſt Boys, my beſt Children, march 
| along then bravely and boldly. muſt borrow Money of 
+ WE theſe Fellows before I ** with em. Nous allons, brawes © 
fripponr. [E xeunt. 


[ Enter CouvnTine. 


e _ +... COURTINE: 
Oh the unconſcionable Importunity of an unſavoury, 
phlegmatick, cold, infipid Wife! By this good Day, 
a e has kiſs'd me till I am downright ſick; I have had fo 


u- W much of her, that I ſhall have no Stomach to the Sex this 
0- Wl fortnight, | 


he Euter Sy IVI A, 


SYLVIA. 
My Deareſt, pray my Deareſt, don't thus leave me: 
By this kind Kiſs I beg it. 


CO URTINE. 
Oh, the Devil! 


SYLP 14. 
. Look kindly on me; ſpeak to me. 
yo COURTINE. 
* Plague intolerable [——— 

SYLPY IA. 


Indeed, my Dear, I love you with _ Fondnefs 1 
tray ſpeak, 


COQURTINE. - 
P # 


I catinots 


SYLF14, 


Wh! ob! 
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STLFIA. 
Why, an't you well ? 
. COURTINE, 
Oh, there's a ſudden Faintneſs comes o'er my Spirits! 


Oh, I'm very ſick! Leave me, if thou lov'ſt me, ſtand 
off, and give me Air; I die elſe. Oh h! 
61171. 
P11 kiſs thee then to Life again. 
COURTINE. 
Stand off, I ſay ; I'll not be ſtifled! Murder! Help! Joy 
Murder! Help | 


SYLL1A, 7 
III natur'd Tyrant! - 
COURTINE, a CO 
Good-natur'd Devil! Kiſs, i'th*Devil's Name 1— 4.— 
. 
Come near me, Huſband. 
COURTINE. 
Come not near me, Wife, How I am tortur d. gi 
SYLY14. 
You muſt be kind ; indeed, my Dear, you muſt. W 
COURTINE. 


Indeed, my Dear, by your good Leave, I ſha'not— A 
Damnation | | | 
SYLV TIA. 

You long to be rid of me again. 
| COURTINE, 
That I do moſt mightily ; but how to bring it about 
if I know, I am Raſcal. —-Oh! Oh! 
. 
What's the Matter, Dearee ? 
COURTINE. 
Oh, I am fick again of the ſudden! Give me e the 
@hair there; Oh! my Heart beats, and my Head ſwims! 


971 LVII. 


— 


Outs 


the 
ms! 
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 SY-LPY IA. 
Alas, I fear y'are very fick indeed !-if my poor Lovee 
ſhould die, what will decome of me! k 


COURTINE. 
A Plague o'your whining ! Would I were well out of 


the Houſe once! 
SF LF 1-2. 
Shall I fetch thee ſome Cordial, my deareſt 1 my 
Joy ? Speak to me; ſhall I? 
| COURTINE. 
Ay if thou wilt, my Jewel [ Exit Sylv.] Jewel quotha! 
hat a Plague's this: Huſh, is ſhe gone ?-Now for 
a co, venient Balcony to venture the breaking of a Neck 


Enter a Pack. 


PAGE. 
Sir, Sir, a Word with you, 
| COURTINE. 
With me, Sweetheart? thy Buſineſs ? 
PAGE. 
A Lady, Sir, that dogg'd you hither this Morning 
COURTINE., 
A Lady — 
PAGE. 
Yes, a Lady, Sir. 
COURTINE. 


Hiſt : Get you in, my little Monkey; skip, ſculk, ar 
you'll ſpoil all elſe.—Here's the bleſſed Comfort of a 


Wife again now: — Oh, oh! (Ex. P apts 


Enter ST LVIA. 


r 
How is't, my Bleſſing? Hear, take this: Heav'n guard 


thee. 


2 COU R- 


4 nh 2 
& * 


r oy ont: 
TIE c 
/ 


„ —— 


8 
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COURTINE.. 

From thy confounded troubleſome Company, if it be 
poſſible. [ Alide.] [Drink, 
SYLP I 4. 

How is't, my Dearee ?. 
COURTINE. 
If I had but a little more on't Dearee, 
"4ST LF IM | 
I'll ſee what's left, my Joy. 
COURTINE, 
Do, Pr'ythee do, my Joy then, Joy in the Devil 
Name. [4/ide.] [ Exit Sylvia 


Hiſt, Sirrah Page, come hither, 


Enter PA © R. 
PAGE. 
Is your Lady gone, Sir? 
* COURTINE, 
Yes: But what News of the other Lady, my truſty 
Mercury, 
PAGE. | 
She's now below, Sir; and deſires to ſee you. 
COURTINE. 
Is ſhe young ? handſome ? 
PAGE, 
I can't tell that, Sir ; but ſhe is rare and fine, 
COURTINE,. A 
Are her Clothes rich? : 
| PAGE. | 
Oh Sir, all Gold and Silver; with a deep Point Thin 


gum Thangum over her Shoulders ; and then ſhe ſmells a 


iweet as my Lady's Dreſſing-Box. 
COURTINE. 


Fly, little Sprite, and tell her, Pm impatient : tell her, 


I'll wait on her within a Moment: Tell her ——— 


But Si. 


COUR- 


elle. 


bu 


— 
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COURTINE. 
be Be gone, be gone, you Knave, or you'll be caught 
inks, elle. Oh! | [ Exit Page, 
Ke. enter SYLVI A. ; 
SYLY 14. 


Here's all that's left, my Heart. 
 COURTINE. 
I am ſorry for it, it is very comfortable. [Drinks.] Oh, 


oh, oh! 
| S T L55744. 

What ails my Life? 
COURTINE, | 
Oh, I have a horrid Tremor upon my Heart ! *tis the 
old Palpitation I us'd to be troubled with, returned again. 
Oh, if 1 were but— 

STLVIA. 
Where, Love? 

CO URTINE. 
Oh! but in a condition to go abroad, there is an able 
Fellow of my Acquaintance, that always us'd to relieve 
me in this Extremity. 


uſty 


SYLY 14. 
Where does he live? I'll take a Coach myſelf, and 80 
to him. 
COURTINE. 


The Devil take me if I know. —Oh ! 'tis a vaſt way 
of —Oa ! now it kills me again. 


SYLWV I A. 
I ſhall not think it ſo, when it is my Duty. 


COURTINE. 
That's but too kind, my Sweeteſt ; though, if I had 
but one Bottle of his E/ixir.— 


S812 1. 
How is it call'd. ä 
| COURTINE. 
Specimen Vite. 
SYLIYIA. 


Specimen Vite ? | 
P4 COUR- . 
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COURTINE. 
Ay, Specimen Vite : 


. 254 


very good, 
SYLVYV IA. 
Where is't he lives then? Pr'ythee let me go thither, 
COURTINE. 


Oh, 'tis a horrid way off! Beſides, it would trouble 
me now, in this Condition, to be ſo long without 
thee. 

STLY 14. 
Pr'ythee let me go. 
COURTINE. 
Why, 'tis as far as Grub-ftreet Child, as Grab. fareet ? 
ST LY T4 

I' be back again inſtantly, 

COURTINE. 

J had rather, indeed, thou ſhouldſt go thyſelf, than 
ſend a Meſlenger, becauſe the Buſineſs will be done more 
carefully. 
87 LF I 4 

How's the DireQion then ? 

COURTINE. 

In Grub ireet, Child, at the Sign of the Sun and 
Phenix, I think it is, there lives a Chymiſt; ask for him, 
and in my Name deſire a Bottle of his _ Vita, 
Oh! | | 

S Yr LF I 4. 

Specimen Vite ! 

COURTINE, 

Ay,. Specimen Vitæ. — \||-try in the mean time if 
I can walk about the Room, and divert the Terror of my 
Fits. | 


SYLV IA. 
Heav'ns bleſs my deareſt Dearee. 
COURTINE. 
Thank you, my only Joy,-Would in the Devil's 
Name 


tis a damn'd hard Name, but it js 


Is ſh 


out 


D 
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Name ſhe were gone once, and had her Guts fall of that 


Quack's Specimen Vitæ. : Aft. 
S1 


You'll be careſul of yourſelf, Child? 
COURTINE. 


As careful as I can, Child. 


SYL * 14. 
Gud b'w'y Courtee. 
COUR 7 INE, | 7 
B'w'y my Si/vee—Oh, oh! [Exit. Sylvia. 
Enter PAO. 
Is ſhe gone? 

P AGE, 

Yes, Sir, . | 3 
| COURTINE. 

Where's the Lady ? 

PAGE. 


Here ; juſt entring up the Back Stairs. 


Lapy appears at the Door. 


COURTINE. 
Madam, this Honour done your worthleſs Servant 


Re-enter SYLVIA. 


STLIY 1 4. 
Oh, my dear Heart, I had forgot my ws Pray, 
Courtee, kiſs me before I go. | 
COURTINE. 
Confound her, come again! [ 4fde.] Oh, my Love, I 
have made hard ſhift to crawl to the Door here. 


- 4TEF FA 
Who' s that behind you? 
COURTINE. 
Nothing but a Page, come to know if I wanted any 
thing. A Plague of her Hawk's Eyes! [ 4fae. 


Ps SYL. 14 
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SYLYIA, 
Gud b'w'y, my deareſt Love. 
COURTINE, 
Gud b'w'y, my Joy. 
SYLY1A. 
Nay, give me another. B'w'y, Courtee. 
COURTINE. 
B'w'y, Sylve e 80, is ſhe gone again ?-—The De- 
vil take me, if thou interrupteſt me any more. 
[ Locks the Door after ber. 
Enter L ADY, 
LADY. 
Ts that your Lady, Sir ? 
COURTINE, 


Yes; but I hope you'll not think the worſe of me, 
pretty One, for keeping a Wife Company now and then, 
for want of better. 

LADY. 

Can you be ſo kind, Sir, not to forget me? Do you 
remember me ſtill, Captain? 

COURTINE. 

Remember thee, Child ! Is it poſſible for that Face to 
be ever blotted out of my Memory !--Though, the De- 
vil eat me, if ever I ſaw it before, to the beſt of my 
Knowledge. LA ldi. 

EAD . 
Where is your Lady gone, Sir ? 
 COURTINE. 
To Grub- oo. Jewel, for ſome Specimen Vite. 
. LADY. 
Specimen Vite, Sir | Oh dear, what's that? N 
COURTINE, 

Oh, come but quietly into the next Room, and I will E 

ſhew thee what Specimen Vitæ is preſently, 


| Y 
LADY 


7. 


Ou 
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LADY. 
You may, perhaps, think ſtrange of this Freedom I. 


take with * Sir. 
COURTINE. 


Not in the leaſt Child; it ſhews thy Generoſity.— 
[ love her now, for underilanding her Buſineſs, and co- 
ming cloſe to the Matter quickly. 1 

| LADY. 

But, Sir, preſuming on your Quondam Favours to 
me, I am come to beg your Advice in a Matter of 
Law, which 1 am at preſent involv'd in: and if you 
pleaſe 


COURTINE, 

To retire a little in private ? On, thou cauldſt not 
have pick'd out ſuch another Man for thy purpoſe : I am, 
may be, the beſt Lawyer in the World for Chamber- 
practice. And if I do not find out the Merits of thy Cauſe 


LADY. 

Really, you are ſo good natur'd 

COURTINE. 1 

Grub. ſtreet, and Specimen Vitæ, quotha ! he that bas 

the Palpitation of the Heart, and an Armful of this won't 

cure him, let him die upon a Dunghill, and be bury'd in 
a Ditch, I ſay.— This is the rareſt Adventure. 

[Exeunt Courtine and the Lady. 


The SCENE changes to a Bed-Chamber. 


Enter BEAUGARD, as dreſſing himſelf. 


BEAUGARD. 
Heigho ! Heigho ! Boy, Imp, where art thou? 
D A R F. 
Here : your Pleaſure ? What's your Pleaſure, Sir ? 
BEAUGARD. 
What is't o'Clock, Boy ? | 
DWARF. 
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DWARF. 

Sir, in your World, by Computation, I gueſs it may be 
Afternoon, 

BEAUGARD. 

A very pretty little Raſcal, this; and a very ex- 
traordinary way of Proceeding, I am treated withal 
here: I have been a- bed, tis true, but the Devil a wink 
of ſound Reſt came near my Senſes all the while; but 
broken Slumbers, Dreams, Starts, and ſprawling from 
one Side to the other, in hopes the fair Unknown that 
keeps this Caſtle might have been ſo good-natur'd to 
have givea a Stranger a Viſit. This can be no leſs than 
ſome romantic Design of the little Fairy, that threat- 
ned ſhe would cheat the Widow of me: Now will I, for 
once, if ſhe does attempt we, put on. that monſtrous 
Virtue, call'd Self-denial, and be damnably conſtant. 
What Muſick again! This is a merry Region, I'll ſay 
that for it, where ever it be. Boy! 

DWARF. 

Did you call, Sir? 

BEAUGARD. 

My Clothes, Monſter, my Veſtments: I hate a Diha- 
Biilee mortally: I long to be rigg'd, that I may be fit for 
Action, if Occaſion ſhould preſent itſelf. 

[ Dwarf dreſſes him, 


A SONG. 
I. 
Welcome Mortal to this Place, 8 
Where ſmiling Fate aid ſend thee: 
Snatch thy happy Minutes as they paſi; 
Who knows hiw few attend thee ! 
II. 
Floods of Foy about thee roll, 
And flow in endleſs Meaſure . 
Dip thy Wiſhes deep, and fill thy Soul 
With Draughts of every Pleaſure. 


III. 
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III. 


Feaſ thy Heart with Love's Deſire, 
Thy Eyes with Beauty's Charms : 
With Imaginations fan the Fire, 
Then ſtifle it in thy Arms. 


IV. 
For, fince Life's a ſlippery Gueſt 
Who/e Flight can't be prevented ; 
Treat it, whilſt it flays here, with the befl, 
And then "twill go contented, 


Va 
Come you that attend on our Goddeſs's Will, 
And ſprinkle the Ground 


With Perfumes around; 
Shew him your Duty, and ſhew us your Skill, 


Enter four Black Women, and dance to the ſame 
Meaſure of the Song, and ſprinkle Sweets, 


Circle him with Charms, 
And raiſe in his Heart 
Such Alarms, 


As Cupid neer wrought by the Power of his Dart. 


They dance round him. 


Fill all his Veins with a tender Defire, 

And then ſhew a Beauty to ſet em a. fire: 

"Till kind panting Breaſts to his Wound ſhe apply, 

Then on thoſe white Pillows of Love let him die. 
[The Dance ends, 


BEAU- 
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BEAUGA RD. 
Faith, and with all my Heart ; for I am weary of the 
| lingring Diſeaſe, and long to taſte my Mortal ty moſt 
mightily. Hah ! a Banquet too, uſher'd in by a couple 
of Cupid: ! [Two Cupids run in a Table Furnifh'd] 
Pretty innocent Contrivance | Well, here's no fear of 
ſtarving, that's one Comfort. Now, my dear Muſicians, 
would ye be but as good as your word, and ſhew me 
the Beauty you have ſo prepar'd me for! But 
then, my Widow ! my dear, generous, noble-hearted 
Widow ! She that loves Liberty as I do. - She that defies 
Matrimony as I do too. Shall 1 turn Recreant, and be 
falſe to her? Ah Daredevil, Daredevil! How I want 
thee to help me out in this Caſe of Conſcience a little! 


Enter DAR E DEVII. 


DAREDEVII.- 
Beaugard, where art thoa ? 
BEAUGARD. 
Ah, dear Damnation ! I was juſt now heartily wiſhing 
for thee. n 
DAR E DEVJII. 
Such, News, ſuch Tidings ! ſuch a Diſcovery ! 
BEAUGARD. 
Hah, what's the Matter, Man ? 
D AREDEPIL. 
1 Only ſix and fifty Virgins a- piece for us, that's all, 
1 pretty little bluſhing opening Buds, you Rogue, that 
1 never had ſo much as a Blaſt of Maſculine Breath upon 
them yet. What's here? A Banquet ready ? Nay 
then I'm ſatisfied. Never were Heroes ſo enchanted as 
we are. 


7 


BEAUGAR D. 


But where are the Virgins, Daredevil? the Vir- 
gins 1 | 


DAR T- 


[ The SoLDIER's ForTUNE, 351 


DAREDEVII. 


There” s only one of 'em, Child; only one; — — but 


ſuch a one, my Soldier 


B EAU GARD. 
Is there but one then? 


DAREDZYVII. 
That's no matter Man, I'll be contented, till thou haſt 
done with her: I hate a new Conveniency that was never 
practiſed upon; 'tis like a new Shoe, that was never 


worn, wrings and hurts one's Foot baſely and ſcurvily. E 


love my Eaſe, I, 
BEAUGA RD. 
But is ſhe very lovely ? 
DAREDEPY IL. 


Such a Swinger, you Dog! ſhe'll make thy Heart 


bound like a Tennis Ball at the Sight of her : with a ma- 
jeſtic ſtately Shape and Motion, 
BEAUGARD. 
Well. 
DAREDEMTTIL. 
A Lovely, Angelical, Commanding Face. 
BEAUGARD. 
By Heav' us. 
| DAREDEPTL. 
With two triumphant, Rolling, Murdering Eyes, that 
{wear at you every time you look upon her. 


BEAUGARD. 


Stand off, ſtand off, I ſay; ſhe's mine this Minute. 


But then again, my Widow! 


Enter a Lad) natd. 


Hah !———Mask'd too! When the Devil ſhall I ſee a 
Woman with her own natural Face again? Madam 
LADY. 

Be pleaſed, Sir, to repoſe yourſelf a little ; there 1 
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ſmall Account, Sir, to be adjuſted betwixt you and I 

Where are my Servants? Who is it waits there ? 

[ Several Men wizarded, and arm'd, appear at the Doors. 
BEAUGARD. 

What the Devil can be the Meaning of this now? [ 
am not to be murder'd, I hope, alter all this Ceremony 
aud Preparation. | 

DAREDEPTIL. 
Murder'd, in the Devil's Name l Here is great fear of 
being murder'd, truly, 
LADY. 
Come, Sir, fit down, Sir, 
BEAUGARD, 
Madam, T'll obey you. 
LADY. 
I doubt not, Sir, but fince your coming hithers 


You are much ſurprized, and wonder at your Treat- 
ment. 


DAREDEYVII. 
So now the Fardle's opened, we ſhall ſee what is in 


It, [ 4/ide. 


BEAUGARD. 
Madam, tt has been ſo very highly N 
LADY. 
That you are prepar d with Compliments to Pay me 
for it. 

But, Sir, ſuch Coin's adulterate and baſe: 
I muſt have honeſt Dealing from your Heart. 

. DAREDEVII. | 

Swear to her, ſwear to her a little, Man ; pour out a 
Buſhel of Oaths upon her inſtantly : Swear, ſwear, if 
thou wilt do any good upon her. | 


LADY. 
I know my Rival. 


BEAUGARD. 
Ay, *tis ſo, juſt now, juſt as I thought 3 my poor Widow 
will run a damnable Hazard of loſing this ſweet Rr 


To 


of 
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of mine, if I do not take abundance of Cate in the Bu- 
fineſs. Here are Rogues on each hand, with Blunderbuſſes 
too. I ſhall be raviſh'd. LHA. 

LADY. 


She, by her Arts, 
And the good Fortune to have firſt attempted it, 
I know, 's poſſeſo'd already of your Heart. 
But know too, I'm a Woman loatia Refulal, 
Scornful Refuſal ——— 
DAREDEVII. 

Swear to her, I tell thee: That ever a Fellow ſhould 
loſe all this Time for an inſignificant Oath or two. [4/idr. 
LADY. 

Or, if my Fortune, 
Which is not deſpicable, prove too weak 
An Argument to tell you I deſerve you; 
Yet I have this to boaſt, I ne'er conceal'd myſelf, 
Either for Shame or Ends ; but rather choſe 
To run the Risk of being deny'd your Love, 
Than win it by baſe Artifice and Practices. 
What think you, Sir; 


BEAUGA R D, 
Hah! 
That, Madam, I'm moſt miſerable, 
Unleſs 
LA D. 


Your Widow Porcia, Sir, your Widow. 
BEAUGARD. 
Madam, I muſt confeſs —— 
LADY. 
Well. 


BEAU GARD. 
That I love her, and will for ever. 


LADY. 
Death! Do you confeſs it too? 
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See you not here yourſelf within my Power, 
And dare you till confeſs you love that Creature ? 
Thus far I've kept my Word, I've croſs'd her Stratagems} 
You are here my Pris'ner, and by what is paſt, 
You ought to think me capable of more. 
DAREDEVII. 
If this Fellow would but ſwear a little, all this might 
- be reQtified, Madam, to my own Knowledge 
BEAUGARD. 
Fool, ſtand off. 
I'm ſenſible that you are the lovelieſt Creature, 
My Eyes ever gaz'd on; but 
LADY. 
But what ? 


BEAUGARD. 
I'm ſure 


You'd yourſelf ſcorn, nor think me worth your Heart, 
Could I be faithleſs, could I be inconſtant. 
Pity me, fair One; yet, methinks this Hand— 
r 
Should ſend a Dagger to thy ungrateful Heart. 
By Heav'n I'll never bear it 
BEA UG A R D. 


Madam 
DAREDEPTIL. 
Madam, 
Could you but throw ſome favour on your hk 
| DMD YT. 


By all the Fury in a Woman's Heart, 

I'll be reveng'd on his. Make ready, Sire 

To do your Office 
DARED E II. 


Madam 
BEAUGA RD. 

Look you, Madam, your Ladyſhip may do your 
pleaſure, you may command half a Dozen of Bullets 
through my Pericrazium, if you have a mind to hare 

your 


Wo 
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your Beauty ſpoke well off by the Critics of Holbeurn, 
that once a Month ſwarm at their Windows to ſpy hand- 
ſom Faces: Upon that Conſideration you may murder a 
poor conſtant Monſter if you pleaſe, Madam. | 
LADY. 
Still I am ſcorn'd then! 
BEAUGARD. 
Would you kill me barbarouſly ? | 
Sure thoſe ſweet Eyes could not ſee ſuch a Sight. 
LADY. 
No, take your Life, and with't this Satisfaction; 
Porcia ſcorns you, as much as you do me: 
And, till thou ſueſt upon thy hamble Knees 
To me for Pity,” Porcia ſhall deſpiſe thee. 
BEAUGARD. 
Madam, I ſwear ! 
LADY. 
No more. LED 
| BEAUGARD. 

By all thoſe Beauties. | 
| LADY. | 
Be gone, for ever fly this. Ah h !— Lucas. 


Enter Co uR TIN E, 


COURTINE, 
Death, Damnation, Devils! How came I hither, 
Beaugard? 
BEAUGAR D. 


Friend Courtine ! Speak Man : What's the matter ? 
COURTINE. 
Damnation! jilted, chous'd, betray'd — 


Enter a W OM AN. 


WOMAN. 

A Midwife! Run for a Midwife, run for ſome good 
Woman, — Oh Madam, an Accident. 
BEAUGARD. 

A Midwife !- | LADY. 
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LADY. 
Heav*ns ! a Midwife. ' 
COURTINE. | 
Yes, Friend, a Midwife, I am ſweetly manag'd, = 
I thought I had been in private here, in this Houſe, 
with a cjvil Perſon of good Reputation, and it proves a 


[Exit, 


dama'd trapanning Strumpet. Juſt in the middle of all 


our good Underitanding together, ſhe fetches a great 
Shriek, and roars out for a Midwife : The Drab is full 
gone with Baſtard, and ſwears I am the Father of it. 

BEAUGARD. 

A very great Happineſs, take my Word for't, Friend; 
Children bring a great Honour with them, Courtine, 
It may grow up to be a Coufort to thee in thy old Age, 

an. 

DAREDEVII. 

Oh, your Olive Branches are unſpeakable Bleſſings, 
the Gift of Heaven. I love to ſee Poſterity go forwards 
and Families encreaſe with all my Heart. 

COURTINE. 

Let me be hang'd and quarter'd, Gentlemen, if ever 
I ſet Eyes on the Harlot in my Life before. My ſweet 
Wife, with a Pox to her, brought me hither. 

BEAUGARD. 

Why, is thy Wife in London? 

COURTINE. S 

Yes, Hell confound her! ſhe has hunted me full 
Cry up to Town: ſeiz d upon me this Morning, and 
brought me hither, where it teems ſhe lay all the laſt 


Night. 
DAREDEVII. 
Why then, for aught I know, we may ſtill be en- 
chanted. 


BEAU GARD. 
I am glad to hear that with all my heart. Is ſhe in the 
Houſe. 
COURTINE, 


No; I was forced to counterfeit Sickneſs, till I was 
| een 
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ven ſick indeed, to get rid of her, upon pretence of 
going to my Phyſician, in the Devil's Name; that this 
confounded Bulker, with her Guts full of Baſtard, 
gud | might console together for half an Hour! and [ 
an ſweetly fitted with a Concybine, that's the Truth 


on't. 
BEAUGARD. 


This comes of your Whoring, Courtine; if you had 
kept me Company, and liv'd virtuouſly, none of this 
had happened to you now. But you mult be wandring, 
No reaſonable Iniquity will ſerve your turn. 


Euter L AD d 2 


LADY. 
Ha, ha, ha! Well, I'll ſwear, Captain Curtiss, you 
are the happieſt Gentleman ! Yonder's the fineſt chop- 
ping Boy for you, Why, it will be able to carry a 


LA Muſket in your Company within this Fortnight, And 
8 then, I am ſo oblig'd to you for bringing the Lady to 

lie in at my Houſe, that if your Wife will do me the 
0 Honour, I'll take it for a Favour to ſtand for Godmother 
_ with her. 


COURTINE. 

And, Madam, to return your Compliment, I wiſh 
with all my Heart you were pregnant with a Litter of 
| nine ſuch chopping Boys, upon Condition that I were 
ca | bound to be Godfather to the whole Kennel.—Confound 
Ear your being witty, with a Plague to you. [ Hide. 
la BEAUGARD. 

That's ſomething coarſe though, Friend, to a __ 
that's ſo civil to you. 


en. Enter ſeveral Maids of the Family, one with the Child. 


| i MATD. 

the See, Jenny, yon's the Man; that, that's the Father, 
"mn M A | 1 D. 

I'll ſwear it is a proper Perſon. 


3 MAID 


* 


„ ; 
2 * 
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3 MA TD. 

Oh Sir, Heavens bleſs you, you're the happieſt Man! 
Here is my young Maſter, as like you as if you had bore 
it yourſelf, 

t MAI D. 
What a pretty little Noſe it has ! 
2 MAID. 

And juſt its Father's Eyes for all the World. 
„ 

It would never * a Body to have a Child by ſuck 1 
n handſome Gentleman. Thou 

COURTINE, | Deat] 

Ye Whores, ye Drabs ! ye fulſome, ſinking Whores! Il b. 
Cluſters of Poxes on ye, and no Hoſpitals pity 1 
Confound ye, leave me. 


B EAU GAR D. No 
Fy upon it, Courtine; fy for Shame: give ſomething Be wa 
to the Nurſe, Man; that's but civil. Wich 
| Of pe 
Enter S Y L V 1 A. But V 
SYLV I. _ 
A Baſtard Death, a Baſtard! Under my Noſe tos 7 
Where's the vile hateful Monſter ? Reſol 
BEAUGARD, 
Have Patience, Lady.— | WI 
Falſe, loathſom Traitor. Me 
CO URT INI. | 
Now my Joy's compleated, 17 
S1TLJ/IA. n 
F Let me come A him, let me go. fairly 
COURTINE. 
Hold her faſt, Friend, if thou loveſt me. 
SIC FAL 
Thou Devil ! Thou tteach'rous, faithleſs, perjur'd 
Wretch! Thou Husband | Look in my Face. Ol, 
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COURTINE. + 
Well ——— . 3 
SYLPMV IA. 
Did ever I deſerve this ? | 


Degenerate Brate ! thou, only in Falſhood, Man! 
Thou rampant Goat abroad, and Drone at home. 
COURTINE. 
Like a Dog with a Bottle, &c, [JL ixg:. 
a STLVIA. | 
Thou perfect Yoke-fellow ! thou heavy Ox, 
Thou want'ſt a Goad to make thee know thy Strength. 
Death, Fiends, and Torments ! 1 could dig thoſe Eyes out, 
['ll bear it no longer. Bedlam! Bedlam ! Bedlam! 
[ Courtine fings, and dances a Fig. - 
ST L714. 
No more ! I'll ſtay no more to be his Triumph. 
Be warn'd by me, ye Virgins that are bleſt 
With your firſt native Freedom : Let no Oaths 
Of perjur'd Mankind woo you to your Ruin: 
But when a creeping, fawning, weeping Crocodile 
Moans at your Feet, remember then my Fall: 
And when for Pity moſt his Tears implore, 
Like me, your Virtue to your Hearts recall ; 
Reſolve to ſcorn, and never ſee him more. [Exits 
COURTINE. © 
With all my Heart, thou dear, dear Wife and Plague, 
B EAU GARD. 
Methinks a very pitiful Caſe this, Madam. 
LADY. - 
If your Widow were but here, Sir, now, ſhe mig! 
fairly ſee what he is like to truſt to. | 
Here the ſham Scene, 


Enter a Woman and DARE DEVIL. 


OMA N. 
Ol, Madam! Madam ! what will become of us all ? 
| 4 _ - - 


* » 3 
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LADY. 

1 Become of us, Woman ! Pr' ythee, what's the Matter; Give 

1. are we in auy danger ? 

DAREDEPTL. | Th 

Only your Brother-in-law, Madam, and his Friend I four 

with above a Dozen armed Men more, Madam, that's all be nar 

- the Matter, Madam. ties to 

LADY. terers « 

My Brother-in-law ! ' 


DAREDEPI L. Are 
Yes, your Brother-in-law, Lady, if your Name be 
Porcia: Such a one they ask for. Yes, 
BEAUGARD. Rogue: 
Porcia ! | them p 
COURTINE, 
Yes, Porcia: I could have told you ſhe was Porcia be. Stan 
fore. ls, 
2 OR CIA. 
Tis but too true, Sir; my unhappy Name is Porcia, We 
BEAUGARD. att 


Porcia, my Widow! my dear lovely Widow! 

What an ill-natur'd Trick was this Concealmeat ! 
PORCIA. 

Though, Sir, you never ſaw my Face before, 
If now you think it worth your leaſt Regard, 
Protect me, for I dread my Brother's Fury, 

Ev'n worſe than Matrimony. Here, Sir, I yield 7 
Up yours for ever. 
BEAUGARD. 
And ſhall I claim thee? 
POR CIA. 

From this Hour, for ever. 

BEAUGAR D. » 

And, by this happy Hour, Ill keep thee mine then. 
Secure thyſelf in the next private Cloſet, 


oy 1 o - 
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peace to thy Heart, poor Widow. [Exit Porcia. 
Give us but Arms |— 

DAREDEPMPIL. 
Thoſe I have provided for you, 
four d our Swords in a certain private Corner that ſhall . 
be nameleſs, where I was propoſing ſome civil Familjari- 
ties to the Lady Governeſs of the Family, juſt as the Bluſ- 
terers entered, 


by Aids 4 
3 LF _ 
r e 


2 
3 
. 
. J 


BEAUGARD. 
Are they in the Houſe, then ? 
DAREDEVII. 
Yes, and have bound the Servants too; the hungry 


Rogues were all ſurpriz'd at Dinner ; you'll hear more of 
them preſently, I'll warrant you. 


COURTINE. 
Stand to your Arms, Beaugard; the _—_— $ upon 
Us, 


D AREDEPMIL. 

We have had a Succeſſion of very pretty Adventures 
dere; firſt we are enchanted, then we are fiddled to ſleep, 
then we are fiddled up again; then here's a Diſcovery of 
a very fair Lady, follow'd by another, of a bouncing 
brown Baſtard ; and when we might have thought all 
Fortune's Tricks had been over, we are in a very fair way 
at laſt of having our Throats cyt. But I'll ſecure one 


Life, that ſhall be my Care— 
IL ftealing off. 
BEAUGARD. 


Dog, ſtay and fight, or, by Hear n, Pl rip your | 
eart out. 


DAREDEJII. — 
Well then, If I muſt fight I muſt: What @ Por, I 
ave two Seconds o'my fide ; and that has fav'd many a 
oward's Credit before now, [ Noiſe within. 


Vo L. II. Q THEO. 
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AS UIPARET.. 
Break open the Door there, force the Paſlag, Peat 
with it. 


Enter Tyr oDorRET, GRATIAN, and FATHER. 


| BEAUGARD. 

Well, Gentlemen, what farther ? What means this 

Violence here ? : 
THEODORET. 
I hope, Sir, that's no Secret, when you ſee who we 
are. 
FATHER. 
We come, Sir, to demand a Lady, Sir; one Porcia. 
BEAUGARD. 

How's that, my Father ! 

FATHER. | 

Father me no Fathers : I am none of thy Father, Fel. 
low; but I am theſe Gentlemens Friend here. =— Now, 
Atheiſt, will I murder thee, 

Bj AREDEPMFIL. 

Oh Lawd! 

FAT HE R. 

Fack, Fack, Jack ! Come hither, Fack! a Word with 
thee, Jack: Give me a hundred Pieces now, and Tl 
be o'thy fide, Jack; and help thee to beat off theſe im. 
pudent Fellows. Gentlemen, I cannot but own to you 
that this is my Son.— 

BEAUGARD. 

Sir, were you nick'd to your Shirt, I would not * 

with a ſingle Shilling, Sir. 
FATHER. 

Though, if he were my Son ten thouſand times, 

in ſuch a Cauſe as yours, I'll draw my Sword agaiok 


him. | [ Draws, 
BEAUGARD. 

You may remember, Gentlemen, a Challenge. F 

on G RA. 
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G RA 714 * 
Which vou ſorgot, Sir. 
COURTINE, 

Hah ! a Challenge, Beaugard ? 

BEAUGAR D. 

I'll tell thee more hereafter. To ſhew you I ha' not 
forgot it, the Lady you thus perſecute is now under my 
Protection, and with my Sword [I'll keep her ſo, 

e | | 2 [ Dra us. 

COURTINE, 
If we don't, may my Wife get the better of me, and 
wear mine for a Bodkin. 
THEODORET. 
Come on then, Sir, 
BEAUGAR D. 
. For the Lady. | 
* GRATIAN. 
For my Honour. | 
COURTINE. 
And for my Friend, Sir. 
DAREDEVII. 


ich Old Brimſtone-Beard, have at thee. 

Pi [ Fight. The reft of Theodoret's Party — it. 
COURTIN E. 

12 Baſe Traitors ! Odds! 

9 BEAUGARD. 


Confound 'em, thruſt. 
[Beaugard and Courtine driven off. 


ag DAREDEPI1L. 
| Oh, I am ſlain! My Maw runs out: What will be« 
come of me! Oh! [Gratian and Daredevil fall. 
| Emer TuzoDoORET. 
THEODORET. 
Secure that Paſſage now : — How fares my 


Friend ? 
Q 2 GRA- 
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G RATIA M. 

I'm wounded: Send for a Chirurgeon quickly, for I 

bleed much. 
THEODORET. 

Look to your Maſter, Sirrah ? and you, Fellow, be 

careful of this Beaſt here. 
DAREDEPMFIL. 

Oh, a Parſon! a Parſon ! dear Sir, a Parſon ! diner 

pious good D. vine, if you have any Charity. 


Enter FAT HERR with POR CIA. 


ä FATHER. 

Here, here ſhe is; I ha' got her for you; let me alone 

for ferretting a Female's Quarters out. 
THEODORET. 

Fd have you, Sir, take care for your Security: There's 

Miſchief done, Sir. 
FATHER. 

The more Miſchief the better; thou ſhalt find me no 

Flincher, Boy: here, here; make ſure of her. 
PORCIA. 

Inhuman Tyrant! Why am J abus'd thus? Help} 

Murder! Help! 
THEODORET. 
None of your Tricks; no Cries, no Shrieks for Suc- 
cour. 

By Hell, here's that ſhall ſilence you for ever. 
Thou Woman: Thou young, itchiog, wanton Devil! 
Fly to baſe Cells of Luſt | Give up thy Virtue, 
Diſgrace thy Name, and triumph e'en in Infamy. 
On what a tott'ring Point his Honour ſtands, 
That truſt; the Treaſure in ſuch laviſh Hands, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Lu RET IA in Man's Clothes, and 
CHLOR1s, 


LUCRETIA. 
ARO M this gay Minute farewel Love and Doating : 
I have ſhook the lazy, ſtretching, wiſhing Folly 
our of my Blood, and now my wandring Heart is at 
home again, Let me ſee; I have a hundred and a 
hundred times wiſh'd mylelf a Man ; and now, in out- 


ward Appearance, I am a very Fellow ; nay, a very 


pretty Fellow: For methinks Foppery, Impertinence, 
Self-conceit, and other maſculine Qualities grow upon me 
ſtrangely. —— Oh, Miſchief, Miſchief, Miſchief ! thou 
art a very ſweet Employment —— But Opportunity ! be- 
wi:ching, lovely, omnipotent Opportunity ! How ſhall J 


come at thee ?——Chloris! 


LUCRETIAF: 

Give me my Sword. | 

CH LO RIS. 

Here Madam : Bleſs us what will your Ladyſhip do 
with yourſelf in this Equipage !' | 

| LUCRETIA.. 

Ladyſhip, Huzzy! take Notice from this important 
Moment, I am no more your Miſtreſs ; but that impe- 
rial Creature, your Maſter: And therefore know too, 
| will have my feminine Habiliments burnt inſtantly, 
and an Operator ſent for to make me a Beard grow, 
I will learn to Ride, Fence, Vault, and make Fortifica- 
tions in Dirt-Pies: Nay, if the Humour hold, I'll go Vo- 


lunteer into Germany againſt the Turk, 
Q 3 CHL®O- 


Madam. 
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CHLORIS. 
But what will be the end of all this, Madam ? 
LUCRET I A. 

Why, if I go into the War, I ſhall have the Privilege, 
when I return home, to talk of Marches, Battles 
and Sieges, which I never was at, nor underſtand any 
more than the Fools I tell my Story to. If I tay at 
home, with the Privilege of good Clothes, Pertneſs, and 
much Simplicity, will I ſet up for a Spark, grow fami- 
liar at White-ball, and impudent with ſome great Man 
there or another; run in Debt with a high Hand, be 
terrible in eatiog-Houſes, and noiſy all over the Town, 

CHLORIS, 
A very hopeful Reſolution. 
LUCRETIA. | 

As thus : When I and another Spark meet ; Damn me, 
ack, ſays I, What Times are there ſtirring ? What Read) 
to be had? What Caravans have you met with, or what 
Cooſe lately managed? You Rogue, you look very high 
upon the Huckle. 

C H LO RIS. 
Well, Madam; but what will all this Gibberiſh ſignify ? 
LUCRETIA. 

Signify, you Fool ! why what it ſignifies already; 
Wit, Courage, Martial Diſcipline, Intereſt at Court, Pre- 
tence to Preferment, free Quarters in my Lodgings, and 
Free Booty in every Cuckold's Shop, who ſhall truſt 
me againſt his palpable Knowledge, that I am not worth a 
Groat ; and never have the Impudence to hope to be paid, 

CHLORTIS. 
And muſt your Honour have a Miſtreſs too? 
LUCASTALS. . 

Yes, Hufſy, and you ſhall be ſerviceable to me in 
the Matter: I'll have a Doxy this very Night, I have 
ſingled her out already; Cœurtint's Wife, that jealous, 
raging, inſatiable Help-mate of the Captain's ſhall be 
my Dulciaea del Tebeſ,s. She's in Love with me already, 
that's my Comfort: As 1 paſſed through the Hall juſt 

now, 
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now, ſhe coming into the Houſe to pay a Viſit to the 
Widow Porcia, (who, by the way, is as wicked as my- 
ſelf, and my great Counſellor in this noble Project) we 
met: I, you muſt know, bow'd very reſpectfally; ſhe 
taking me for a Stranger, curtſy'd as lo; and viewing me 
ſtrictly leer'd at me, as if that Minute ſhe took Aim at 
my Heart, and deſign'd nie for her Quarry. 

CHLORTS, 
But, Madam, ſhe knows, and muſt diſcover you. 
LUCRETI A. 

Thou art a Fool: ſhe never ſaw me *till yeſterday in her 
Life-time, then too diſguiſed : So that if I do not prac- 
tiſe on her Frailty, and by that means find a way to re- 
venge myſelf on that Vizard-monger Beaugard, may I be 
condemn'd to wear Breeches as long as I live, and never 
know more than the preſent Uſe I make of them. 

CHLORIS. | 

Hiſt, Madam, ſhe's returning, 


Enter SY LVIA. 


LUCRETIA, 

Haſh then: Now r my Cauſe is coming on, and have at 
ler, 

87 4 F.£44. 

Siweet-heart, pray oblige me ſo far to ſhew me the 
way to the Gardens; I come to pay a viſit to Madam 
Porcia, and am inform'd ſhe's gone there for the Air.— 
A very handſome Youth— LAlide. 
ü CHLORIS: 

Madam, this young Gentleman here is come hither on 
the ſame kind Errand with your Ladyſhip, and waits till 
her Return, 

LUCRET 14. 

But, Madam, the good Fortune v. ſeeing you is a Hap- 
pineſs would recompence the being diſappointed of all the 
Converſation of your Sex beſidet. 

"T6 SYLPFYITA. 
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SYLYIA. N 


Indeed, Sir! 

ener 

Ves, indeed, Madam. 

SYLPI1A. 

Are you a Relation to this Family, Sir ? 

| LUCRETIA. 

Madam, the greateſt Advantage I hope from the Fami- 
ly is, henceforth to have oftner the Honour of kiſſing 
your fair Hands here: It is an Opportunity I ſhould make 
no ungentlemanly uſe of. 
SYLY 14, 

Opportunity, Sir? 

 _LCZUCERETIA. 

Yes, Opportunity, Madam: I am not aſham'd to men- 
tion ſo honeſt a Friend as Opportunity, to one that, by 
her Years and Beauty, ſhould not, methinks, be a mor- 
tal Foe to Opportunity, 


l 

Do you know me, Sir ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Why, Madam; do I treat you like a Stranger? Know 
you ! By this good Hour, there has not been a Day or 
Night fince I firſt ſaw you, that I have thought or dream't 
of any thing elſe. Are not you the Wife of a certain 
ſwaggering Squire about this Town, who calls himſelf 
Captain Courtine. 

SYLYFI 4, 

Yes, Sir; ſuch a Friend in a Corner I have, Sir; 
and what have you to ſay to him, Sir ?——T'll ſwear, a 
very handſome Youth ſtill. — [ Aides 

| LUCRET 1AM. 

What, Madam ! what I have to ſay to you, rather 
than loſe you, 1 would ſay to him; which is, that I like 
you, love you, languiſh for you; and would with all my 
Heart, Blood, Spirit, and Fleſh, I=— | 

| SYLIY14. 


7 
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TAE: 

I'll ſwear, Sir, I am mightily oblig'd to you, and ſo is 

Mr. Courtine ; ha, ha, ha! 
LUCRETTIA. 

Mr. Courtine / Take notice, Madam, I receive that 
Expreſſion as kindly as if you had call'd him what LI wiſh 
him: For, pretty one, if my Intelligence be true, he lives 
with your Ladyſhip as much like Mr. Courtine, as much 
like a Gentleman. 


SYLFY 14. 
Sir! | 
LUCA. 
Madam! ' 
SYLYIA. 
Oh Gad, he's very handſome. Lu. 


SUCRETIA.' 

Shall we walk in theſe Gardens anon, for I have the 
Privilege of a Key that opens into the Fields: The . 
Moon ſhines too. 

SYLP I 4. 

Between Ten and Eleven does the Moon ſhine? 

LUCRETIN. 
As'bright as any thing but yourſelf, 
S TL VIA. 
But you'll tell, young Gentleman. 
LUCRETIA.. 
Only you how I love you. 
| SYL7Y 14. 
Eleven's a late Hour, 
£ LUCRETIA.. 
Not too late. | 
SYLY 14, 


Indeed ! | 
. AY 
Take this, and my Word for it. CNifer Beri 


Qs 11714, 
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| | S514. 

Fie, how you uſe me, when you mean to forget me. 
Ee 

Huſh, no more; Company's Coming, Eleven. 

SHYLVIVIA. 

Ten if you are kind enough. _ 

LUCRETIA 


Enter PORCIA. 


PORCITA. 
Oh, Couſin, art thou come! Thou art the wel. 
comeſt Creature on the Earth; I have expected thee 
- almoſt to Deſpair for theſe three Hours. Ob, Sir, your 
Sei vant. 
L U CRE 7 14 
I am here, Madam, in order to your Commands, 


(+  & F 4 
Her Commands ! | 


? OR CIA. 
Oh, Couſin, the prettieſt beſt - natur'd Youth ! He is 
ſomething related to us a great way off; and by that 
means has the Privilege of viſiting, without Offence to 
my jealous Brother-in-Law, and tyrannical Guardian, 
Have you contriv'd that Buſineſs ? 
LUCRET I A 
Madam, it is done. j 
STIFF EMA 
Bus'neſs! What Bus'neſs, Couſin ? 
Lord, Coufin, you ſeem concern'd at it. 
' 2 OR CIA. 
Till tell thee: Seeing myſelf here confin'd to the 
Rules ard Limits of a very Priſon, I-am reſolv'd to put 
as good a Face upon the Matter as it will bear, and 
— my Misfortune as eaſy as I can, Wherefore, for 
a little -preſent Diverſion, I have contriv'd a Letter in 
: | an 


Well ſaid, my chalte Sex. 22 


th 


it. 


J. 


it 
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an unkaown Name, by this young Agent here, and con- 
vey'd it to thy lewd Husband, with another in my own to 
Beauzard ; and ſent for thee,” my Dear, to ſhare in the 
Pleaſure of the Conſequence, ' | 

SYLY T1 4. 

Ha, ha, ha! But what will be this Conſequence, 

Couſin t 
Penne 

Twenty to one but it occaſions ſome new Alarm, and 
Divertiſement to my Jailorg; _ who are ſo very capri- 
cious, they would fancy a [I behind the Havgings for 
a conceal'd Lover. It may too, by Chance, produce 
me ſome lucky Opportunity once more to make my 
Eſcape out of their mercileſs Power. Nay, they are 
already half diſpos'd to run away themſelves ; for by 
my Woman's Intereſt in the Chirurgeon, who has Care 
of the ſwearing Atheiſtical Fellow, yeſterday hurt in 
the Scuffle, and afterwards convey'd hither, he gives it out 
that he fears his Wounds may be mortal. Upon which, 
my Lover Gratian ſighs, and turns up his Eyes like a 
godly Brother at Exerciſe, My Brother Theagaret puffs, 
ſwells, grinds his Teeth, and ſtamps as if he would brain 
himſelf againſt the next Wall; while poor Beaugara's 
ne'er-be good Father has with pure Fear, loſt a red Noſe 
that has been his faſt Friend for theſe forty Years; and 
every time he ſees his Face in a Glaſs, fancies every 
Wrinkle there has the the Shape of a Gibbet. 


Enter PHILL1S, 
PHIELTS. 
Oh, my dear, dear Lady, what will become of as! 
the moſt unhappy Accident ! 
"FURCEh 
Hah! 3 
PHILLTS. 
Indeed, Madam, I could not poſſibly help it: I ha' loſt 


it. 6 
P OR. 
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PORCI A. 

Lok i it, loſt what? What haſt thou loſt? Would ties: 
hadit loſt thyſelf ? loſt a Leg or an Arm, or any thirg, 
rather than have put me in this Fright, Speak, what 1 
the matter ? 

| | Pp. H 7 LLIS. 
Oh, Madam, the Billet ; Madam, the Billet, 
LUCRETI A, 


How's this? 
POR CIA. 
What, the Note I ſent to Reaugard ? 
P HIEL LIV. 


As I hope to ſee you happy, Madam, I put it as faſt 
kere between theſe two poor naked Breaſts here, as ever 
it could ſtick, ſo I did; when, juſt as I was going forth, 
who ſhould meet me but the old, wicked, ranting, roar» 
ing Gentleman that lies hid here for fear of hanging, 
would he had been well hanged a Twelvemonth fince ; 
and there he fell a towzing and mowzing, and a med- 
dling with me; I was never ſo afraid of being raviſh'd in 
my Life, gad he knows: So in the Struggle, I gueſs the 
Note was loſt truly ; though in my Heart, I wiſh I had 
been raviſh'd fix times over, rather than ſuch a Misfortune 
had happened. Nevertheleſs, I have done your Bus'neſs 
for you, ſo J have, 

POR CIA. 

Bus'neſs! what Bus'neſs? Uglineſs and ill Reputation 
light on thee, Thou haſt undone and ruin'd me for ever. 
PHIELIFS. 

Why, I have met with the Captain and told bim the 
whale matter, as well as if he had read it in the Letter 
himſelf. He's but too kind a Man to you, and I too 
faithful a Servant, ſo I am, to be thus reviled and curſed 
by you for all this. 

PORCTAH 
What then did be ſay ? Fool, Beaſt and Blockhead ; 


dares 
| P HIL 
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PHILLTIS. 5 
Why, he ſaid, he'd die a thouſand and à thouſand 
times for you, were it poſſible, ſo he did; and that 
he will not eat, drink or ſleep till he has ſet you at Li- 
berty, ſo he wo' not; and that he will be in the Garden 
before Ten, 
LUCRETI A. | 
What's in this Caſe to be done, Madam ? 
OR CIA. 

O deareſt Coufin, retire if you love me; for, mould 
the Lords of my Liberty get any Notice of this Billet, 
and find a Man here, notwithſtanding your Relation, who 
knows what ill Uſage it may aggravate !=——To thy 
Chamber, dear Lucrece, e'er the Storm comes upon us. 


[ {fears 

LUCRET I M. 
I am all Obedience : Sweet Creature, you'll remember. 
[To Sylvia, 

. 
It is not poſſible to forget you, ſurely. 
LUCRETIA. 
Bleſſings on you for this Goodneſs, 

[ Kiſſes her Hand, and Exit. 


Enter TytzoDORET in a Rage. 


THEODORET. 

Double bar up all the Doors and Windows: Load afl. 
the Arms in the Houſe, and be ready for Execution 
inſtantly, all of ye. By thoſe Devils that dance in your 
gogling Eyes, Madam, I ll try if you have given your- 
ſelf over to Hell ſo far, that you can out at a Key-hole, 

PORCAHH 

What means the great He-brute ? 

THEODORET,. 

To cut off your Intelligence, Lady, and make thee, 

e'er I have done, to curſe thy Father and Mother that 


let thee learn to write. Seeſt thou this, thou irreclaima- 


ble 
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ble profligate Wretch! fogh! ſend you the draggle- 
tail'd Miniſter of thy lewd Affairs a hunting, full Cry a- 
bout the Town, upon the rank Scent of a brawny back'd 
Hector! By Heavens! the Thought of it makes me loath 
the Houſe, aud fancy it ſtianks of the foul Sins thou halt 
imagin'd in it. 


POR CI A. 

Thou barbarous, ill-manner'd, worſe than Beaſt ! Why 
am I abus'd thus; why made a Priſoner too, at your 
ſaucy Will ? fetter'd up, and barr'd all Liberty and Con- 
verſe ? ; 

THEODORET. | 

For the ſame Reaſon other too hot-blooded Fenile 
are; becauſe, if poſſible, I would not have a good * 
ſpoil'd, 

PORCIA. 

What a Load of Dirt is thy Thick-Scull cram'd with 

al, if thy Tongue were able to throw it out! 
THEODORET. 

Filthy, filthy, fulſome filthy! What be a Doll Com- 
mon, and follow the Camp ! how lovelily would your fair 
Ladyſhip look, mounted upon a Baggage- Cart, prefiding 

over the reſt of the Captain's dirty Equipage ! 
| SYLP I A. 

If any thing in the World would make me follow a 
Camp, it would be a very ſtrong Fancy I have, tha I 
Mould never ſee you in one, Sir, 

THEODORET. 

Your Ladyſhip has reaſon to defend the Soldier's 
Cauſe, you have married one, as I take it, Madam, Ha, 
ha, ha. 

POR C14. 

He in a Camp ! he has not Courage enough to animate 
half a Taylor, nor good Humour enough to make a Spa- 
niel of, nor. Senſe enough, if he were that Animal, to 
learn to fetch and carry. 
| THEODORET, 

This will open no Locks, Lady. 

| P O R. 


oper 


9 
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Gel : 
Bat there are Inſtruments to be had, that will breaks 
open Locks, Sir. 
THEODOR ET. 
Will you pleaſe to retire, and conſider farther of that 
in your Chamber. 
Pp OR C14. 
No, I'll not ſtir, Sir. 
| | THEODORET. 
Nay, by Heaven, but you hall, Madam. 


STFLEF Ih 
Nay, by Heaven, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. | 
[ Father at the Door, 
THEODORET. 
Howl 
FATHE R. 


By Jove, and that's well laid, Ill ſtand ſtill a little and 
ſee what's the matter. 
THEODORET. 
Do not drive me to-uſe Violence. 
FATHER. 
How ! Violence to a fair Lady ! that's not ſo well nei- 
ther. 
POR CIA 
Hark you, Sir, my Jailor or my Hang man; for which 
of the two your Office will end in, by your Proceedings, 
I cannot imagine: do but touch me, or offer the leaſt 


Violence to compel me to a cloſer Confinement ; by this 


injar'd Heart, I'll! fire the Houſe about your Aſſes Ears: 
T'll ſooner burn with you, to be reveng'd, than endure 
ſuch Inſolence and Torment any longer. 
THEODORET, 

Very well. 
FATHER. | 

I'gad, a brave Girl, a delicate Wench ! how my Fin- 
gers itch to take her part now ! I have a Month's mind 
to eſpouſe her Quarrel and make Friends with | ors 

ac 


— 


: 
. : 
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Facky again, Honeſt Zacky/ tis the beſt natur'd Boy in 


the World, though I was ſuch a Beaſt to fall out with 


him. [ Ade, 


PO R CIA. 

Inhuman, cruel Thecdoret ! why do you affliqt me thus ? 
Why do you force the Tears from my poor-Eyes, and 
wrack a tender Heart that never wrong'd you —— 

[Weepr. 
THEODORET, 


For your Soul's H:alth, Lady; and the Welfare of 


your waſting Reputation. A Pox o' your whining! come, 
to your Chamber, to your-Prayer-Book and Repentance : 


Faſting and Humiliation will be good for you. To your 


Shamber. 
P ORC I ” A 
To my Grave firſt, 
THEODORET. 
Nay then—— Wha, hoa! 


[Offers to lay hold of ber. 


2 ORC 14. 


Stand off! Murder! Cramps, Rheums and Palſies wi- 


ther thy unmanly Hands. 
THEO DO RET. 


By Heaven! 
POR CIA. 
You dare not do it. | 
THEODORET. 


SLY 14. 
No, Sir, you dare not do it, you dare not. 
THEODORET. 


Hah! 


Avaunt, Paſs! Confound me but I ſhall be ſcratch'd 


here preſently for my Patience, 
SYLP IA. 
What an ill-bred Camel 'tis ! 
FATHER. 
Nay, and what's more; you ſhall not do it, 8 
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ſhall not, Sir, Hoh! Is this the Iſſue of your honourable 
Pretenſions ? | 

 ___THEODORET. 
Et tu Brute; | ; 
; FATHER. 

Brute, Brute! Brute me no Brutes, Friend : Ounds, I 
am a Man, Fellow; Battoons and Bilboes ! Brute! a Gen- 
tleman ! 

THEODORET. 

Your Pardon, Sir! 

8S1T L714. 
Don't pardon him, Sir. 


Enter GAA 1 An leaning on a Staff. 


GRATIAN. 
Oh, Friend ! | 

THEODORET. 
Poor Gratian. 

GRATIAN. 


If ever we ought to do any thing for our Safety, let us 

now prepare and look about us: I have made hard Shift 
to hobble hither, my Wound's grown very troubleſome 

We are all loſt 

| THEODORET. ' 

I can fear nothing when my Friend's fo near me. 

SYLPT IL. 
Now Couſin rebel, and force your Freedom nobly. 


FATHE R. 

Facky, I hope, Jacky at the Head of Mirmidons, and 
declaring for his Property. Look you, Gentlemen: I 
muſt confeſs I have a Remorſe of Conſcience, and ain 
ſenſible I have been a Rebel: Wherefore if my Liege Son 
and Heir have recruited his Power and be once more up 
in Arms, Loyalty and natural Affection, Friends, will 
work; I muſt pronounce for Prince Facky ; and here [ 


reſolve to defend his Territories. [ Draws a _ 2 
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G RAT IAN. 
If Prince Facky have Intereſt enough to get your pu- 
don for Murder, Sir, it will be your beſt way to cloſe 


with him; for, in ſhort, the Atheiſt Daredevil, your An- 
tagoniſt, is dead, Sir. | 


THEODORET. 
Hah ! Dead! 
FUHTHER. 
Dead ! 
GRATIAN. 
Yes dead, Sir, 
Sr LF 14, 


So much the better, Porcia, let us run up to the 1 

and cry out Murder to the Streets this Moment. 
FATHER. 

Then I find, that I am but a ſhort-liv'd Sinner ; fare- 
wel for ever Old Hock, Sherry, Nutmeg, and Sugar, 
Seven and Eleven, Sink-Tray, and the Doublers ! Never 
comes better of rebelling againſt one's natural-born Chil- 
dren, 1 ſhall be hang'd one of theſe Sun-ſhiny Morn- 
ings, and a Ballad come out in the Afternoon to a lament- 
able Eighty-eight Tune of the careful Son, and prog 
Father. Dead, ſaid you, Sir ? 

GRATIAN. 

Or, at leaſt, cannot ſurvive half an Hour; therefore 
it is my Opinion, that we inſtantly quit the Houſe, and 
provide for all our Safety. 

 _THEODORET, 

Confuſion, Devils! 

P!O.RGSH .:; dae 

Nay, Sir, ſtand faſt ! dare but to open a Door, Sir ; by 
Heay' n, that Moment I'll alarm the Town: You ſhall 
not think to eſcape, reeking with a poor Man's Blood, 
ſhed in Defence of me. | 

THEODORET, 
Lady, no fooling. 


P O R- 


81⁰ 


n- 


Neck, Sir. 
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POR CIA. | 

No Sir, no fooling : but now, Sir, go you to your 
Chamber, Sir, to your Chamber ; to your Prayer-Book 
and Repentance: Faſting and Humiliation will be good 
for you: To your Chamber, Sir ; as you tender your 


THEODORET, 

Damnation! unhand me! 

| FURETS 

Pl! dye e're I'll unhold you. Think you ſo barba- 
rouſly to leave me here in the Houſe with a dead Wretch, 
and have the Puniſhment of his horrid Murder light on 
my innocent Head? 

THEO DORET. 

What do you reſolve to do, Sir ? 

FATHER, 

Do, Sir! What can I reſolve to do, Sir? J 3 no 
means to hope to eſcape, Sir: for, in the firſt place, I 
have no Money: and a Man that kills another without 
Money in his Pockets, is in a very hopeful Condition. In 
the next place for a Diſguiſe, I have no Cloaths but theſe 
you ſee on my Back; with this Tripe- buff Belt here, 
which there is not a Conſtable in the whole City but 
knows, and has had in his Cuſtody, Sword and all. Look 
you, Gentlemen, I have civilly kill'd a Man for your 
Service; if you will reſolve, fairly and ſquarely, to hang 
ke Friends together, ſo: If not, I mutiny ; and the 
word is, Diſcover the Plot, the old Boy mult impeach. 


Enter Ros AR n. 


„ R OSAX D. 
Oh, Sir, where are you ? 
GRATIAN.® 
Well, Reſard. what's the News now ? 
ROSARD. 


The Gentleman, Heaven be thank'd, is reviv'd agais, 
Sir ; tho' the Doctors ſay, ſuch another Fit will certainly 
carry 


380 The ATHEIST: Or, 
carry him off. The poor Creature is very weak, but 


very penitent. 
FATHER. | | 

In troth, and that's a very ill Symptom; therefore my 
Opinion is ſtill——1I am for hanging all together. 

THEODORET. 

Hark you, old Ruſt ; you ſay you have no Money, 
wherefore, during the preſent Interval, in the firſt place, 
becauſe I will have no Mutiny upon this Occaſion ; in or- 
der to your Eſcape, there's Money for you : In the.next 
Place, as you want change of Rayment, here is the. Key 
of a ſmall Wardrobe, at the lower end. of the Gallery 
above, you'll find the Door to it: Equip yourſelf, and 
provide for your Security, as your. beſt Diſcretion ſhall 


direct you. 
FATHER. 

Look you, Friend, the ſooner the better; for, 0 h 
ou the truth, elſe I ſhall make but a ſcurvy matter, of 
it at burn Croſs ; with a whining, ſnivelling Account 
of breaking the Sabbath, and keeping ill Company, 
Wherefore not being good at making Speeches, I wil 
leave the Opportunity to you, of ſhewing your politer 
Rhetoric, and ſave a Member of the Common-wealth,— 


There's no great harm in Murder, when it brings a Man 


Money. [ {fide and Exit. 
„„ - Jr * 
And now, my Tyrant Brother, I hope we ſtand. oneres 
Terms. 
THEODORET, 


No Lady, not yet: There's Life return'd : and there- 


fore Hopes ſtill ; though at preſent, in ſome meaſure to 


comply with you, and eaſe your Apprehenſions, within 
the Limits of the Houſe and Gardens you are at your 
Liberty, but no farther this Night : And for your ampler 
Satisfaction, if I have any midnight Alarms from your 
Correſpondent abroad, there's Entertainment ready for 
__ which he may not be very fond of; ſo Good-night, 


it, 


füthf ul 
Conque 
Sia 


You 
With 


Womar 
and Kit 
dellion 

by their 


Moſt 


The 
isl 
happy. 
Apartm 
and Ac 
may ch; 
order*d 
mortify 
Duty a 
There, 
render. 


Beauga 


The SoLDIER's Fox TUNE. 387 


t is almoſt Ten. Who waits ? What hoa, be ready there. 

Come, Gratian, I'll ſee you to your Repoſe, and then to 

my Poſt of Guard. [Ex. Theo. and Grat. 
P OR CIA. 

Ten! That was the Hour, Phillis, Beaugard menti- 

oned ? was it not ? 

PHILLTIS. 

It was, Madam. : N 
2 OR CIA. 

Be ready then, all ye propitious Powers, that ſmile on 
faithful Love ; wait, like kind Angels, on him; eſtabliſn 
Conqueſt in his able Hand, and Kindneſs in his Heart. Oh, 
Sia ! 

S L714 

You are tranſported, Coufin ! 

FORCIS 

With hopes of Liberty I am. indeed: It is an Eag/;þ 
Woman's natural Right, Do not our Fathers, Brothers 
and Kinſmen often, upon pretence of it, bid fair for Re- 
dellion againſt their Sovereign? And why ought not we 
by their Example, to rebel as plauſibly againſt them ? 

SYLYIA. | 
Moſt edifying Doctrine this is, truly. 


[4 Whiſtle without, 


FURCIKS: 

The Sign! Hark, the Sign! Phyllis, heard you nothing? 
[Whifile again.] 'Tis there again; he's true, and I am 
happy. Sylvia, let us retire ourſelves; you know your 
Apartment, for precious Miſchief will be ſoon on foot; 


and Action worthy Love's great Cauſe. Thy Husband too 


may chance to have his ſhare in the Buſineſs, and as I have 
order'd Matters, meet ſomething in the Adventure, to 
mortify his roving Humour, and reconcile him to his 
Duty and Allegiance, — Hark ! [Fhifik again. 
There, *cis once more a Summons to the Citadel to ſur. 
render. This ſhall, in after Story, be call'd, Captain 
Btaugard's beſieging of the Widow. 

| Which 
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Which, as 'tis laid, ſure with Succeſs muſt end, 
Since Juſtice does his Enterprize attend o 
Without, and powerful Love within his Friend. 


SCENE changes to Fields on the Back- fide of a Garda, 


Enter BEAUGARD, wb Party. 


BEAUGA RD. 

Hold, ftand faſt; I have juſt now receiv'd Intelligence 
over the Garden-Wall, that our Deſign has taken air, 
And there will be no eaſy Entrance, 

1 MEN. {| 

Ah Captainz the Time has been, when, under your 
Command, we ſhould have had no need of a Council of 
War for the attacking ſuch a Fortification as this is. 

BEAUGARD. 

Peace, Plunder, Peace, you Rogue; no Moroding now: 
we'll burn, rob, demoliſh and murder another time toge. 
ther: This is a Bus'neſs muſt be done with Decency —— 
Hark. 

2 MAN, 

Some Company coming, Sir, from the Back-Street- 
Ward. 

BEAUGARD. 


Hold then, Plunder : Do you, with your flying Party, 
hover at a diſtance about the Fields; while 1, with the 


reſt of the Body, poſt myſelf as advantageouſly as I can, 
to watch the Enemy's Motions, —  [Exant, 


Enter TuREODORETY and his Party, 
THEODORET, 
This way the Noiſe was : Be ſure keep ſafe the Garden 
Gate, and follow me carefully. Exit. Theod. 


: 
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Enter Co u R TIN E. 


COURTINE, | 
So here I am; and now for my Inftruftions. Let me 
ſee, [Reads the Billet.) Pray come diſguiſed, that if 'the 
Defign ſhould miſcarry your Retreat may he the ca ſſer. Your 


yntnown bluſping Servant, — Humph ! Bluſbing Servant ! 


Paſlingly modeſt, I'll warrant you! Pray come diſeuiſed ! 
So I am, or the Devil's in't ; for I look more like a Cut- 
throat, than any thing elle. Let me ſee ; Upon this very 
$2ot, the laſt time I was here did I meet my damn'd 
Wife: Avert the Omen, ſweet Heaven I beſeech thee. 
And now, as I am confidering, where can my Friend 
Beaugard be at preſent too? With a Whore. There's that 
Queſtion anſwer'd, Wherefore, would but my unknown 
bluſhing Servant appear, or give me a kind Sign : would 
but my little Partridge call, methinks I could fo ſhuckle, 
and run, and bill, and clap my Wings about her. Hah! 


[Turns about. 
Se Tad b en 
THEODORET. 
Stand: Who goes there? 
| COURTINE. 
What s the matter now? | 
„ SERTLFANT. 
Stand, Sir : What are you, Sir? 
4 COURTINE. 
What am I, Sir! a Man, Sir? 
THEODORET. 
A Man, Sir, we ſee you are : But what Man are you, 
Friend ? 
CO URTINE. 


A Gentleman, Friend; and you had beſt uſe me ſo. — 


By Heav'n, Theedoret ? and if I am but diſcover' d! 
THEODORET.: 


- Hands of, unlooſe him, You are not him we look for, 
Sir. 


COUR- 
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Te COURTINE, a 
I am glad of that with all my Heart. IA. 
THEODOR ET. | 


And therefore I ask your Pardon. But, if you are 4 
Gentleman, you will aſſiſt one in me, that have been in- 
jured. I have reaſon to believe, my Houſe is now beſet 


with Villains, who have baſe Deſigus upon the Honour 


of my Family. Wherefore, if you are what you pretend, 
you'll draw your Sword to do Juſtice in a good Cauſe. 
COURTINE. 
Sir, — it for no other End; and you ſhall command 
it.— Ah, tis ſo ; Beaugard upon new Exploits for the Re- 


covery of his Widow. Nothing but Knight Errantry 


ſtirring this Moon. 
THEO DO RET. 


Pleaſe you then, Sir, to ſtay here with my Servants, 
while I walk to the Corner of yon Wall, and try what TI 


can diſcover. 


COUR TINE. 


true Renegade 3 take Entertainment in Chriſtian Service, 
to betray * em to my Brother Turk, upon the firſt Oppor. 
tunity. And fo, my bluſhing Unknown, you may een 
ſay your Stomach with your Sheets for this _— 


Re-enter Tu . 


HZO DO RET. 
They are here, ſtand faſt ; be reſolute, and be rewardeds 


5 


Ester LUCKRET IA. ; 


LUCRETIA. | 
Now, for a convenient Opportunity to do Miſchief. 


order the Affair, ſo, as to flur Beangard upon her, inſtead 


of myſelf ; and her upon him, inſtead of Portia, my 


Conſcience 
2 


LZxit. Theod · 


.You may truſt me, Sir. Now will I ſhew myſelf a 


Beaugard, 1 find, is come, and my kind Miſtreſs punc- . 
tual to Appointment in the Garden. Now could I but 
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Conſcience would be ſatisfied ; and he, Mr, Courtine, my 


Rival Widow, and the Wife, ſerv'd all in their kind. 
THEODORET.. 


Fold, Sir 3 what are you? [To Beau, 5s Entrance. 


| COURTINE. 
Ay; Now, now. _. 
BE AUG ARD. 
No, matter, Sir ; 122 is not a time of Night to anſwer 
Queſtions. 


THEODORET. 
BEA UGARD. 


| am the Man you look for ; and you 3 VEAL to 
meet here. | 
COURTINE. 


like a Dog if I can imagine. 
BEAU G A RD. 
Come on there. 2 
1H ROD 0 RE 7. 
| You paſs u our Death. + 
iN 7 B EAU GARD. 
I have learnt to ſcorn Death more finee firſt you threat- 
ned it; 
| ſee your Numbers too, and come prepar'd "By 
Poreia's my Claim, and bere I'll win or loſe her. 
THEODORET, 
5 Then uke by Due; 3 and die like a * Thief, 
Fall on. 


Beau. and Theod, engage, and their Parties, Beau. and 


Theod. quit each other. Beau: fall; upon Courtine and 


. as Cour. does from Beau. off fromthe Stage. 
THEODORET. 


He runs, he runs; the half. bred Hector runs. Falſe 
Vor. Il. | R 8 Cards 


= = . A, £9. 


Nas now Sir 3 and when elſe you think fitting, Sir; 


Now how the Devil I ſhall do to tilt Joo Hung me 


Theod. por Beaugard's Party; who retire from him, 
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Cards and Dice, and Quart-pot Brothel Brawls, were 
fitter for his Management, than honourable. Difference; 
Hark, claſhing of Swords ſtill! by Heaven I miſs our 
Friend, the honourable Stranger, that ſo generouſly took 
our Party: if it be him, let's out, and give him Succour, 


Enter BEAUGAR D, driving. in, CovurTINE, who retire 
beyond the Reach of his Savard, 
 BEAUGARD. 

Baſe Raſcal ! Coward, fly !!— 

COURTINE. 

No, Sir, I ſtand ſtock til}, and won't ſtir an Inch; but 
ſioce you are ſo uncivil, reſolve not ta fight a Stroke mote; 
So there's my Sword, and here's. your humble Servant. 

 BEAUGA RD. 


Courtine ! 

COURTINE, 
The ſame. 

B.EAUGARD. 
And thou my Enemy too |! 

COURTINE. 


No, Sir, your Friend, had you been wiſe. enough to 
have found it. I came. hither diſguiſed, for a Reaſon 
you ſhall know hereafter ; but falling into the Hands of 
the Enemy, was forced to take Party againſt you, for 
fear of being, beaten for you: Yet with a deſigu of re- 
volting, would you have given me leave. But you, when 
you ſhould have kept at the Head of your Friends took a 
particular fancy to be. tickling. my ſmall Guts, and now 
you ſee what you have got by it. 

BEAUGARD. 

Then farewel for ever, poor Widow, But 125 | 
were baſe and unmaoly to give it over ſo- Let me ſee— 
Lend me thy Diſguiſe, quickly, quickly, quickly, my 


Imagination's warm. 
COURTINE. 


A with all * Heart, aud glad to be rid of it ſo — 
[ Diſguiſes Beaugard, 
BEAU 
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BEAUGARD. 

Take this, and rally my ſcatter'd Forces. [Gives him 
bis Whiftle.] They know the Sign; and cannot be far off 
under the Conduct of Plunder that was my Serjeant abroad, 
thou know'ſt him; make what haſte is poſſible. I'll be 
hereabouts, and be near me, if any new Diſaſter ſhould 


happen. 
COURTINE, 

Well, with all my Heart fot once: Here is a new De- 
ſign in Embrio now; though I faney-when we have got her, 
we ſhall never make of this Widow what ſhe has coſt us. 

BEAUGARD. b 
No more; I hear Company; Vaniſn [ Exit. Cour. 


Enter THEODOR EZ T. 
THEODORET.. 

This way I think 1 heard it: Look, is not that + 
Oh my dear generous Friend, let me embrace you: I 
hope you are come off well. 

BEAUG-ARD. 

Very well, Sir, I thank you, if I were but well of 
from this place; I fear the Man I had to deal withal is 
fallen, for I left him ſtagg'ring, Security were beſt for 
us all, Sir, | 


THEODORET, 
© BY My Houſe ſhall be your Sanctuary, and I'll die wich 
7 you but I'll protect you. 

f BEAUGARD. | 
WY 1 gad, and that's kindly ſaid, as things ſtand between 
u, and if he knew all. [ {hides 
THEODORET. 


L Open the Garden-gate there: Vou ſhall reſt yourſelf 
” Wir an Arbour, while I diſpoſe of the groſs of my Family, 
and prepare an Apartment for your privacy. 


BEAUGARD. 
If I had dy'd in your Quarrel, Sir, a Generoſity like 
1 lis had over rewarded it. [Cour. at the Entrance. 
my R 2 CO UR. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


is opened, and you may enter, Sir. My poor Lady is 
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74 _COURTINE. : 
Stand till ye beaten ſcatter d Scoundrels, I think that's 
he, follow me but at a diſtance. | 
THEODO RET. 
n the Gate I ſay there; come Sir 
COURTINE. [ T hey enter the Garden, 
The Stratagem, ſucceeds, and Trey at laſt is taken. 


Enter . 


LUCRETIA. 
O dear Sir, are not you Captain Beaugard? 
COURTINE, 
The ſame, my dear Child, the ſame; haſt thou any 
good Tidings for me ? 
LUCRET IA. 
The private Door of the Garden on the other Side 


dying almoſt with Deſpair; that ſhe ſhall never ſee you 
more: Could you now tell me News of Captain Courtine ? 


COURTINE. B 
Hah ! Does then my bluſhing Unknown belong to theſe e 


Territories ? It muſt be ſo, Captain Courtine is juſt gone * 
in before, Sweet heart, therefore if thou art a true Friend Aa 
to Love, quickly conduct me. | 

'-LUCRETI 4. 


Tu ſhew you Sir, into the Door, where you may con- N Be 
ceal yourſelf in one of the Arbours till I go through the eat 
Houle, and bring you farther Intelligence. * 
| COURTINE. | 

And if my Adventure happen really to be at the end Sof 

of this Buſineſs, 'my Friend and I fhall not, I fancy, 

| paſs our time very uncomfortably, - Rogues follow me, 
follow me, — IExcuni. ws 
Ol 


SCENE 
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SCENE the Garden. 


BEAUGARD l/ooking out F an Arbour. 
BEAUGARD. 


o, ſo, thus far I am undiſcovered ; it is as dark, as if 
the Devil himſelf were abroad a ſolacing amongſt a Com- 
pany of Northern Witches to Night: If Caurtine be but 


enter'd with my Mi: midons, the Widow's infallibly all my 
own, Hiſt! Who comes here? 


| Enter LVR ETIA. 


LUCRETIA. 
Sir, Sir, where are you? 
BEAUGARD. 
Here, here, my Friend, I wait you. 
.LUCRETIA. 
Friend is not your Name 
B EAU GAR D. 


My Name, what! what can this mean EE LA. 85 


LUCRETIA. 

Beaugard, Come, come, I know you : You need not 
diſturb yourſelf, my Deſign is to do you Service, your 
Porcia knows you are here, and expects you with her 
Arms open follow mo. 

B EAUGAR PD. 

Be thou my good or bad Angel, at the charm of chat 
Name I muſt follow thee, though thou lead me to Perdi- 
tion. 

LUCRETIA. | 

Soſtly, no Noiſe, this way, give me your Hand. [Excont. 

Enter Co u AKTIE. 
COURTINE. 

Hold, let me ſee: Ay, there I think is an Arbour 
where I will creep in, and lie as cloſe, as a Coward i in the 
Hold at a Sea-fight. 

R 3 " Saves 
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Enter Tut oODOR BT, 


THEODORET. 
Hereabouts it was I left him, it is wonderfully dark ! 
Friend! Friend! Where are you? 
| COURTINE. 
Ha ! that's another fort of Voice than the Youngſter's 
1 depend upon. By Heaven, Theodoret / [ {ſides 
THEODORET. 
Friend, Friend, 1 fay, where are you ? 
COURTINE, 
Ay, but the Devil a Word you get out of me. [ Aa.. 
THEODORET,. 
Why, Sir Friend, do not you hear me? 
COURTINE. 
No, 


L Hat. 
THEODORET. 
Tam ſure-this muſt be the Arbour ; 1'll run and call a 
Flambeaux. 


COURTINE. 
That may not be ſo well neither, my Affairs will not 
agree with the Light, as I take it. [ {ide. 


THEQODORET. 
May be he's fallen aſleep ; let me ſee. [Gropes into the 
Arbour and feels him] Tis even ſo: What hoa, Sir !- 
{Courtine ſnores, 
Friend, Friend, awake, ue Chamber's ready, and 1 
ftay for you. 
COUR 7. INE. 
Who's there ? What are you ? 
| 4loud, as if frighted ſuddenly. 
THEODORET. 
Huſh, make no Noiſe ; but come away. 
COURTINE. 
He miſtakes me for A 


THE@Q- 


Is it you, Sir? 
I hope. 
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THEODOR ET. 
The ſame: I wait upon you, follow me. 
COURTINE. 


If he diſcover me, all again is ruin'd ; but Darkneſs, [ 


hope, and Impudence, will befriend a good Cauſe. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Daredevil's Chamber. 


With only one ſmall Lamp burning, and DAR EDZvIIL en 
the Bed. 
 DAREDEV1L. | 
Oh! oh! oh! my Wounds and my Sins ! Conſcience, 


. Conſcience, Cenſcience, how ſhall I quiet thee ! 


[ Beaugard*s Father at the Door. 
FAT HER. | 

This cowardly Chicken-hearted Raſcal will die, and 

be damn'd at laſl. How do you do, Sir ? How do you 
find yourſelf, ; x 

DAREDEVJII. 

Oh very Hl, Heaven knows! within few Hours of 

a Grave, and, without great Mercy, of a deeper Place: 

Whoever you are, if you have any Charity, procure me 


ſome Conſcientious Godly Divine to unburden myſelf of 


my Iniquity to. 
FATHER. 

This puling, whining, repining Rogue, within theſe 
two Days was blaſpheming: Ought I to be hang'd now 
for ſuch a Varlet! ſhall | ſend you a Divine, ſaid you, 
Sir? 

DAREDEPIL, 
It would be a great Favour, and a Comfort to me, Sir. 
FATHER, 

I'll try what J can do for you, fince I ſee your Con- 
dition ſo dangerous; a Pox o' your queaſy Conſcience. 
There is no Safety for me in ſtaying here that's one thing, 


the Houſe being certainly beſet for the apprehending ſome 


R 4 body: 
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body : For looking out at the Wardrobe Window as I 
was dreſſing myſelf, I obſerv'd ſix or ſeven arm'd Rogues, 
with hangmanly Faces, ſneaking and ſculking about tle 
Garden, that's another thing ; wherefore 1 will haſten and 
finiſh my Diſguiſe, and if there come an Alarm, take 
the faireſt Opportunity to get off in it; and that for me 
will be the beſt thing. - », _ [Exit Father 


Enter Co R TIXE. 


'COURTINE. | 

To what an inſignificant Purpoſe have I taken all this 
pains to Night? here have I been put into a Room with 
a Bed in it, with Pray, Sir, will you pleaſe to take your 
Reft, in the Devil's Name; when my Deſign has not been 
to take my Reſt, but my Recreation; I fancy I heard a 
kind, ſmall complaining Voice this way too, and muſt at 
preſent confeſs myſelf in a very good-natur'd Humour, 
very much inclined to ſuccour any diſtreſſed Damſel that 


wants a Companion to paſs away a tedious Night wWithal. 


rl 

Oh! oh! Would but this dear Man come now! 
COURTINE. ' 

Hah ! hark! That muſt certainly be me ſhe means; 


- nay, Tam ſure on't: I'll on a little farther. 


5:4 DAREDEPTIL. 
Ohhh! 
COUR 7 INE. 
Where art thou, thou poor Creature; I am come to 
comfort thee, 
DAREDEVIL. 1 
I èWiſh you had come a little ſooner, I am very ill. 
COURTINE. 
Alas, kind Soul, ſhe's ſick with paſſionate Been : 


This muſt be my bluſhing, unknown Servant, at * 


leaſt. 
DARE. 
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D AREDEPTIL, 

Whereabouts are _oun Give me your Hand hither, 
will you? 

c OURTINE, 

Here, here it is, and my Heart too, thou haſt *em both : 
I'll ſwear ſhe has a well-grown Palm, by the Rule of Pro- 
portion, III warrant her a Swinger: - But no matter, tis 
in the dark. [Hiide. 

DAREDFVII. 

Heart, ſaid you, Sir; Alas l my * Heart's break 
ing. 

0 OURTINE. 

Breaking, dear Soul ! No, no, never fear it ; r1 give 
thee a Recipe to keep it whole, I warrant thee. This is 
the moſt Romantic Adventure. [ Fall; to undrefſing himſelf. 


PokciA and PrilLis at the Door. 


P OR C14. 
Has then Beaugard gotten Entrance art thou ſure. 
COURTINE. eas 
Hah ! | 5 
PHILLTS. 


Madam, ſo ſure, that his Valet Fourbine is here in the 
Houſe, and told me ſo himfelf. 
COURTINE, 
What's that? | „ 
e 

Then now my Part begins. Was there ever ſuch in- 
human Cruelty committed, a Wretch barbarouſly mur- 
der'd and expos'd, without Comfort or Succour ? | 

COURTINE. 

Murder, ſaid they? What, Manſlaying ! when all my 
Thoughts are upon nothing but Man-making.” I gad 
then *tis time that I take care for one, and *till a better 
Convenienty offer itſelf, here's my Burrough. Murder i in 
the Devil's name. What do they ſay no-? 

| [ Creeps under the Beds 
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PORCIZ 
No, no, my Conſcience will not bear it, I muſt pro- 


claim it to the World: What hoa there, Murder, Mur- 
der, Murder ! 
COURTIN E. 


Oh Land, here's a comfortable Conditition that I an 


got into, | 
OR CIA. 
But does the Chirurgeon ſay there is certainly no Dan. 


ger? 
PHILLIS. | 
Only a thin skin Wound on the Outfide of his Belly; 
but that the force of Fear in the Cowardly-hearted 
Fellow, will let him think of nothing but a Grave and 


Damnation. 2 2 
219026644 


The preſent Advantage of it then muſt be improv'd: 
wherefore, I ſay, the ſtinging of my Conſcience will not 
let me reſt, I dare not conceal this Murder. Murder, 
Murder, Murder ! Cry Murder you Witch, and alarm 
the Houſe, 

PHILLIS, 
Here is ſomebody coming already, Madam. 
PORCI A. 
Stand ſtill and obſerve then. 


Enter BEAUGARD. 
I think it was this way, but no matter, for I am ſure 
T reign Lord Paramount of this Caſtle now. The angry 
jealous Brother is gone to Bed, and all his warlike Family, 
where he lies as faſt and ſnores and gapes ſo wide, one 
might ſteal the Widow opt of his Mouth if ſhe were 
there: Now could I. but find the way to her Ladyſhip's 
Chamber, while Plunder is, according to Qrders, with 
his Crew binding the drowſy Rogues of the Family in 
their Beds! What an Opportunity would that be? For there 
is but one way of making a ſlippery Widow ſure = * 
0 R- 


\ 
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POR CIA. 
No matter, happen how it will, I ſay again it is a ery- 
ing Sin, it is an Abomination, tis a—Ah ? 
[Seeing Beau. di/ews'd, is frighted and run ut. 
BEAUGARD. 
Hah ! What do Ghoſts walk here at this time o'Night, 
and in Petticoats too; Nay, then have at you, ye airy | 
Forms. 42 | 
[ Going out is met by bis Father, diſg id like a Phanatic 
Preacher. | | — 
FATHER. 
Yes, verily, and indeed it is an Abomination, a burn- 
| ing Shame, and a lewd Abomination. 
BEAUGA RD. 
Hell and the Devil l My Spirit in Petticoats that ſqueak'd 
Abomination in Ela, Converted to the fleſhly fimilitude of 
| a Holy Brother, that Cants it in Gamut —— Hoh ! Speak, 
TY What art thou? | 
FATHER. 

A Miniſter of Peace to wounded Conſciences. I come 
here by appointment with an Olive Branch in my Mouth, 
to viſit a mortal Ark tofſs'd and floating in floods of its own 
own Tears, for its own Frailties. 

BEAUGARD. 

And are you, really, Sir, a Man? Really the Godly 
Implement you appear to be, for the ſcowering of foul 
Coaſciences ? 1 | 

DAREDEPFIL. :.. 

Ha, ha, ha ! Godly Implement ! it has almoſt made 
me laugh; that's a merry Gentleman, I'll warrant him: 
Oh, h h! 


FATHER. 122 

T am, Friend, I tell thee, an Iaſtructor of the Choſen: 
Thou ſavour'ſt of the old Man, ſtand off, and do not 
pollute me with too near Communication : I come to 


convert à Sinner to the Truth; It was I GE 


— — 
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ed—as ſome ſay nobody; and expounded the Groan of 
the Proteſtant, Board, How fareth our Brother ? 
DAREDEPYVTIL. 

Alas, Sir, very weak; upon the point of Diftola- 
tion, and tormented with the Stings of a terrify'd Nn 
ſcience, 

AFN. 

Lay chen one Hand upon thy Heart. 

DARED EVIL. 
I do ſo, | 
FATHER. 


Lend me the other ; that in the pouring forth thy Sins, 


thy right Hand may not know what thy left Hand doth, 
BEAUGARD. 
oh very material Point that is truly. 
FATHER. 
Thou haſt liv'd in Wickedneſs long. 
DAREDEVII. 

From ſixteen to eight · and · four, without the leaſt Re- 

pentance or a Thought of it. 
FATHER. 

A very dangerous ftate ; but for thy darling Sins, ** 
primis, what ? 

DAR E DEYVII. 

Drunkenneſs. | 
FAT HE R. 

A very pernicious Sin, and of the Devil's own Inſti- 
tution; for it ſets our Soul's o'fire: Nay, it ſets our 
Noſes o' fire, and ſets Houſes o'fire. Drunken neſ. 
Did you ever burn any Houſes:? 

DAREDEVII. 

Never but three, and they Houſes of Pollution too: 
Bawdy- Houſes, 8 
FATHER. 


bo mich the wo rſe : For if Bawdy- Houſes be burnt, 


what civil Family in this City ſleeps fafe ? I never burnt 
a Bawdy-houſe in my Life, that's my comfort. Item. 
DAR E- 
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DAREDEVII. | 
Whoredom, Adultery? | 
k "FXT BER. 

For Adultery, I mean corrupting of other Mens Wive 
let me tell you it is a crying Sin, and a very loud one 
too; 3 but do you repent ? 

DAREDEPMTIL. 


From the Bottom of my Heart. 
BEAUGARD. 
So, Heaven be thank'd, there's no harm in plain 
Whoredom. 
arr. 
No more to be ſaid then: be comforted, and [I'll ab- 
ſolve thee : But with whom was this Wickedneſs com- 


mitted laſt ? . 
DAREDEPIL. 


With my Boſom Friend's Wite, and one tha t deſerv'd 


much better of me. 
; BEAUGARD. 


And that was very friendly done of thee truly, 
FATHER. 


Impudent Rogue! But was ſhe very young. 
BEAUGARD. © 
Ay, now the feeling, circumſtantial —2— are 


ſtarting. 
DAREDEPTIL. 


| About Eighteen ; and not yet wedded a full Year. 


FAT HE R. 
Voluptuous Dog But r too ? Was ſhe very 


handſome ? 


z 


: DARE D EVII. 
Too beautiful, to have had ſo little Virtuvue. 
FATHER. 
Her Name, her Name! Tell me her Name. * 
I ſay unto thee, let me know her Name. PP 


A4. 
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BEAUGARD. 
Well ſaid, well ſaid there, old Fornication ! 
DAREDEPMFIL. 
That I have promiſed ſhall for ever be a Secret, Sir, 


FATHER. 
Then thou art damn'd, and I do not abſolve thee. [ 
muſt know this precious young Harlot. [ Hide. 


Oace more | ſay her Name! 
DAREDEPMPTL. 
But I have ſworn, Sir; you'd not have me be forſworn. 
FATHER, 


A mortal Sin in itſelf; Swearing is another Sin, Fare- 


well, I'll have no more to do with thee : Thy Sins are of 
too deep a Dye, and Satan be upon thee——A damn'd 
Rogue not to tell her Name. 

DAREDEPFIL. 


Oh! oh! dear Sir, come back again, and leave me 


not in this deſperate, deſponding, ſad Condition. 


[ Exit Father, 
BEAUGARD. 
If he has any Mercy in this Caſe but upon his own Con- 
ditions, he's no Father of mine I'm ſure on't. 


Enter LVR ET IA, 


L ICR E TIA. 

Oh, Sir, I am glad I have met with you; a word with 
you in private; turn, turn this way into the next Room 
quickly; Porcia, Porcia, your Widow Porcia, Sir. 

BEAUGA RD. 
Hah ! ſpeak, where is ſhe, thou pretty, ſmiling Mercury! 
LUCRETIA. 

I am to bring her to you this moment: no more words, 

but in Sir, in, if you'll be happy. 
COURTINE. 

Porcia, Porcia, ſaid he? Then I am ſure it muſt be 

Beaugard ; a pretty Pimp that I'll warrant him, [4/4 
BEAUGARD, ' 
And ſhall I truſt thee ? 


LUCRE:- 
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L014 
Why ſhould I deceive you? 
BEAUGARD. . 
Be ſure thou doſt not, as thou lov'ſt the welfare of this 
ſoft, tender Outſide ; adieu for a Minute. Exit, 
LUCRETAI A. 
That Minute gives her to your Poſſeſſion, Sir—Fiſt, 
Madam, Hiſt! The Coaſt is now clear. 
| STL VIA. 
Where are you, III; nature? 
LUCRETIA, | 
Here, tortur'd with my Longings . *. are you 
come, come. 


SYLYI14. 

Why do you make me do this ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Is that a Queſtion now? Turn, turn into the dark 
Chamber: Pl but ſecure this Door, and then the Night's 
our own. 

Don't ſtay too long. 
COURTINE, 

How afraid ſhe is, leſt he ſhould come again too ſoon ; 


Ajit. 
LUCRETIA. 1 
Be ſatisfy'd, I'll fly— that is from you as faſt as I can: 
for I hope [I have fitted you. [ Exit Sylvia, 
COURTINE. 
| Nay, faith, if this be the Cuſtom of the Houſe, I'll 
lurk here no longer : The Devil again ! 


NR. Enter FATHER, 
FATHER. 


Trouble me no more, I ſay I will not be perſuaded; 
IT will know the Adultereſs's Name, that I may admo- 


niſh her: for it has been of ancient Practice i 
pious 
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pious Officers, to make our Converts confeſs not only all 
they know, but all that we have a mind to know. 
DAREDEVII. 


Not, Sir, I hope, if it be improper. 


FATHER, 

No Matter for that, proper or improper, right or 
wrong, true or falſe, if it be for our uſe, it muſt be con- 
felled. Therefore I ſay, and ſay again, I do not abſolve 
thee, thou art in the ſtate of - Perdition ſtill: tell me her 
Name, or for thy Drunkenneſs, and burning of Houſes : 
thy Whoredoms and Adulteries ; Blaſphemy, and Profane- 
neſs; thy Swearing, and Forſwearing thy rubbing out 
Milkſcores, and lamb-blacking of Signs in Covent-Gar- 
den ; thy breaking of Windows, killing Conſtables and 
8 Beadles, Taylors, Hackney- Coachmen and 
Link- boys, for all theſe— 

- Noiſes of ſqueaking foo each fide of the Stage, one from 

Sylvia, 

Hark there, the ſcreaming Fiends are at thy Door already 
Hark . [Scream again - 
COURTINE. 

Nay, Madam, if you ſqueak, and think to alarm the 
Houſe, if I do not behave myſelf like a true Friend to 
Love, I am miſtaken, and ſo here I am poſted, and thus 
wal maintain the Paſs. 

" [Goes to the Door where Beau. and bis Wi ife are, and 

draws his Sword to defend it. 
LUCRETIA. 

[Ai the Door.] Well ſaid, my civil, dear and friendly 

Cuckhold. 


Enter TH EODORE T and PORN CIA crying, 
THEODOR EBT. 
Come forth, thou Strumpet. 
POR CIA. 
Nay, cruel 7 — do not, do not kill me: here on 
my Knees 


CO UR. 


priv 


may 
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| COURTINE. „ 


How's this? Porcia taken there, and my Friend here i in 
private with Porcia too! | 


THEODORET.. Te 


By Hear n thou dy'ſt this Moment. 4 
COURTINE. ä 


By Hell though, but ſhe ſhall not, Sir. 


Enter SrLVIA and BEAUGARD purſuing ber. 


BEAU GARD. | 
N ay, Madam, then! How's this? my Widow ſplit in 
twain ! my Porcia there, and Porcia here too? Confound 
me, Courtine's Wife | I have done finely, 
You'll juſtify this Uſage? 
-COURTINE, ** 
- You ſee, Sir, 1 am reſponſible. [Shews him Bean. 
BEAU GARD. 
By Heav'n unhand her, or—Nay, look, Sir, well, you'll 
know me. 1 bro ws off his Diſguiſe. 
P OR CIA. 
N y faithful Soldier! = (PEST : 
| BEAUGARD, 1 
My vieeriou Widow. [She runs into bis A 
7 HE O DO RET. | 
Call up my Servants there, raiſe all the Houſhold. 
B E A * G 4 RD. 
- I'll do't, Sir— — 
[Gives the Siem, Plunder and his Pary op 
See, here are thoſe that are ready to wait on you, if rye 
have any Service to command them. 
THEODOR ET. 
And I will find 'em Service that ſhall warm 'em. [ Exit. 
COURTINE. 
Now, I fancy, by this Lady's concealing herſelf, ſhe 
may be a diſcovery worth the making. Madam, you ſee 
here 


T 
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| here my Friend is inconſtant, but truly nothing could 
ever wean him from his Widow here——Sy/via! My 
Wife! my rigid virtuous Wife! my damn'd, confounded 
Jealous Wife ! | | 
BEAUGARD. 
Now here are very hopeful matters towards. 
COURTINE, 
It was very courteoufly done of me, Beaugard, was 
it not, to keep the Door for you, with my own Wife, Sir 
 BEAUGARD. 

Nay, let us not quarrel, Ned, I'll give thee a friendly 
account of this Matter to-morrow between ourſelves ;. in 
the mean time be ſatisfy d; I have not wrong'd thee, 

2 OR CIA. 12323 

Will you never leave this Foraging into other Folks 
Quarters, Captain ? ADE LS 

BEAUGARD. | | 

I am afraid, Widow of mine, you had a Finger in che 
Plot, though— 

S T L714. 


COURTINE. F 
Your humble Servant, my Deateſt! Iam only glad of 
this fair Opportunity to get rid of you, my Deareſt : hence- 
forth, my Deareſt, I ſhall drink my Drink, my Deareſt, I 
ſhall Whore my Deareſt; and ſo long as I can Pimp ſo 
handſomely for you, my Deareſt, I hope if ever we return 
into the Country, you'll wink at a ſmall Fault now and then 
with the Dairy-Wench, or Chamber- Maid, my Deareſt. 
SYLPT TA. 3 
I always was a Burden to your fight, and you ſhall be 
this time eas d on't. $447 
_COURTINE. 
With all my Heart! Heav'n grant it would laſt for ever. 


Enter 


I 
0 
n 
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am TunoDonn To 


| THEODORET. - 

My Doors lock'd ap ! my Servants gagg*d and bound ! 

I am betray'd, undone, and I'Il not live to bear it. 
BEAUGA RD. 
Nay, hold, Sir, none of that neither : This Deſign 
was not laid for a Tragedy. .. © 
THEODORET, 
How do you intend to deal with me ? 
BEAUGARD. 

Like a Gentleman, Sir, though you hardly deſerve it 
of me: In ſhort, this Lady is in my Charge now, and 
you in my Power; and by her Authority, this being her 
own Houſe, I have made thus bold with it ; and will take 
care to diſpoſe her hereafter out of the reach of your mer- 
cileſs Tyranny ; nay, if this reverend Parſon will do us 
the friendly Office, though J have often renounc'd it, am 
ready to do it one way this Moment. Daredevil wilt thou 
lend me thy Chaplain ? | 

e DAREDEPIL. 

Hey! 


2 OR CIA. 
Riſe, Sir! Won't you riſe? If your old Friend and I 
make a match on't, I hope you'll be ſo kind to dance at 


DAREDEPMP1L, 
Dance, Madam ! I am dying. 
PHILLTS. 


That's falſe, to my Knowledge, Madam: For the 
Surgeon told me laſt dreſſing, it was ſo flight a Wound, 
he had much ado to keep it from healing. 

| DAREDEPIL. 

Yes, by the ſame token when he had done with me, he 
began with you, forſoath, and ſaid he would ſhew you 
a little of his Operation, for handling and tampering 

with 


404 "The ATHETrsST:'Or, 
wich his Box of Inſtruments, and there's the truth out now. 
U . 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 
DAKEDEFIE 

Why, Gentlemen, Ladies, Friends, Acquaintance, am 

not I dying? Am not I wounded ? Is not there a Hole in 
wy Belly, that you may turn a Coach and fix in ? 

| SSJUTAIEDY. | 

No, no: Pr'ythee leave raving, and get up for ſhame, 
Man. Thou an Atheiſt, thou bel:eve neither a God nor 
a Devil, and be afraid of a hurt no bigger than a Pin- 
hole !. Courtine, lend us thy hand to raiſe up our old 
Friend here: Well, how is't now? [Sets him on his Legs. 
Elly D ARE DEM TIL. 

Ah! faith and troth, I fancy, not ſo bad as I thought 
it was. Methinks I begin to find myſelf pretty. hearty ; 
I can ſtand, I can walk too, I have no Pain at all. How 
doeſt thou do, old Orthodox? 

P trides him on the Shoulder, which ſhakes the Diſguiſe 
* from hi; Face. 


COURTINE, 

Ah! but you fepented, Daredevil? thou didſt repent, 
Friend : Iam ſorry to hear of it with all my heart, it will 
be a foul blot in thy Eſcutcheon : but thou didſt repent, 
| % „ 

A Pox on the Block- head, now I ſhall be known. 

[ Fumbling to fix his Diſguiſe again. 
DAXKREDEFIL. ].- | 

Repent ! pr'ythee be quiet, Man; repent, quotha | 
Why, doſt thou think I did not know my old Cuſtomer 
for two Duces here, old Anti-Abrabam, the Father af 
Unbelievers ? | 

FATHE R. 

My Facky, my little Rogue! my dainty Boy! Thou 

Son of thy nown Father, I can hold no longer ; and [ 


muſt kiſs thee, and I will kiſs thee, eeee you 9 
og, 


The SOLDIER's FORTUNE. 405 
Dog, you Dog, you little dear damn'd Dog. [Sings old. 
Simon, ] Hezze, the Widow's our own: There lie Divinity, 

BEAUGA RD. | 


A very Cutter, as I live, had be BO a Tabitha, a per- 
ſet Cutter. 


FAT H E R. 

Now, Facky-boy; Facky, you Rogue, ſhall not I have 
a little ſpill out of this Portion now, hah ? The jolly 
Worms that have fattened ſo long in this Malmſey Noſe 
of mine, with the Fumes of Sack, will die, and drop out 
of their Sockets elſe. Couldſt thou have the Heart to ſee 
this illuminated Noſe of mine look like an empty Honey- 
comb; couldſt thou be ſo hard-hearted ? 

PORCGCIA. 
Faith, Captain, be mollify'd ; the old Gentleman, me- 
thinks, propoſes very moderately. 
FATHER. | 
It ſhall be ſo, ſhe ſhall be my Daughter-in-Law, tho' 
I invert the Order of Duty, and ask her Bleſſing. 
BEA U GARD. 5 
Look you, Sir: Though you have been a very ungra- 
cious Father, upon condition that you'll promiſe to leave 
off Gaming, and ſtick to your Whoring and Drinking, 1 
will treat with you. 
4 | 
The truth on't is, I have been to blame, Jack / But 
thou ſhalt find me hereafter very obedient ; that is, pro- 
vided I have any Terms : which are theſe. 
BEAUGARD. 


Come on, then. 
FATHER. 

Three Bottles off Sack, Fack, per Diem, without Deduc- 
tion, or falſe Meaſure: Two Pound of Tobacco per 
Month ; and that of the beſt too. 

COURTINE. 
Truly this is but reaſonable, 


Fl 


406. The ATHE18T: Or, 
FAT HE Re: 7 

Buttock - Beef and March Beer at Dinner, you Rogue : 
A young Wench of my own chufing, to wait on no body 
but me always: Money in my Pocket; An old Pacing 
Horſe, and an Elbow-Chair. 

BEAUGARD. 

Agreed. You ſee Sir, already; I am beginning to ſet- 
tle my Family; and all this comes by the Dominion 
Chance has over us. By Chance you took the Charge of 
. an old Father off from my Hands,. and made a Chaplain 
of him. By the ſame fort of Chance I have taken this 
Lady off from your Hands, and intend to make her ano- 
ther ſort of Domeſtick. What ſay you, Sir? Are you 


contented ? 
THEODORET. 


I cannot tell whether I am or no. 

| BEAUGAR D. | mw 

Then you are not ſo wiſe a Man as I took you for, 
In the mean Time ; for your Liberty, you muſt diſpenſe; 
with the want of it, till I have this Night ſecured the 
Safety of my Widow, Your Friend Gratian becauſe of 
his Wounds, is only lock'd. in his Chamber, and may 
take his Reſt as otherwiſe. For the ether part of the Fa- 
mily, I care not to make Excuſes. 


Thus till, with. Power in hand we treat of Peace 
But when 'tis ratify'd, Suſpicions ceaſe ; 

The conquer'd to recruiting Labours move; 

Like me, the Victor, crowns his Eaſe, with Love. 
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EPILOGUE. 
By Mr. D UK x, of Cambridge, 


Tumultuous Faction ſat the Fudge of Wit; 
There Knaves applauded wvhat their Blockheads writ, 
At a Whig-Brother's Play, the Bawling Crowd 
Burſt out in Shouts, as zealous, and as loud, 
As when ſome Member's flout Election- Beer 
Gains the mad Voice of a vob Drunken Shire. 
And yet, even then, our Poet's Truth was try'd, 
Tho? *twas-a-Dev'liſh Pall to ſtem the Tyde: 
And tb he nt er did Line of Treaſon write, 
Nor made one Rocket on Queen Befſi*s Night, 
Such was his Fortune, or fo good his Cauſe, 
Even then he fail d not wholly of Applauſe. 
He that could then eſcape, now bolder grows : 
Since the Whig-Tyde runs out, the Loyal flows. 
All you who lately here preſum d to. baaul, 
Take warning from your Brethren at Guild-Hall ; 
The Spirit of Rebellion there is guell d, 
And here your Poet's-Acts arr all repeal'd: 
Impartial Juſtice bas reſum'd again 
Her awful Seat, nor bears the Sword in vain, 
The Stage ſhall laſh the Follies of the Times, 
And the Law's Vengeance overtake the Crimes, 
The perjur d Wretch fall no Protection gain 
From his diſhonour'd Robe and Golden Chain; 
But fland expos'd to all th inſulting Town, 
While rotten Eggs bedaub the Scarlet Gown. 
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